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PROLOGUE. 

A  GAIN,  with  fuller  swell  and  bolder  tone, 
■^     Our  harp  awakes;  for  many  a  varying  strain 
Of  solemn  musing,  higli  heroic  deeds, 
And  joyous  mirth,  its  bards  have  breathed,  and  those 
Who  yet  shall  dare  an  eagle-flight  of  song. 
Have  tried  their  pinions,  and  the  stream  that  soon 
Shall  be  a  river,  on  its  joyful  course 
Enriching  all  the  wide  domain  of  mind, 
Has  into  daylight  flashed,  a  youthful  rill. 
Still  may  that  flight  be  upward,  still  more  bright, 
More  clear  and  wider  be  that  onward  stream ; 
Upon  the  waters  of  deep  earnest  thought 
Break  gleaming  ripples  of  a  fancy  gay. 
And  nobler,  sweeter  be  each  burst  of  song. 
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"The  blossom  of  the  flying  terms ."-^Texmysdn. 


THE  HOUSE  tJPOlT  THE  HILL. 


MY  thoughts  are  like  a  pennant 
That  floats  on  an  adverse  wind. 
And  as  the  bark  toils  onwards 
Streams  lingeringly  behind ; 
For  though  I  am  hurried  80uthward> 

They  are  ever  turning  still 
To  the  banks  of  Derwentwater 
And  the  House  upon  the  HilK 

VOL.  HI. 
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2  THE   HOUSE  irPON   THE   HILt. 

11. 

A  pleasant  ramble  by  the  lake, 

And,  may  be,  half  a  score 
Of  casual  greetings,  stolen  looks, 

A  hundred  less  or  more. 
And  three  short  visits, — these  sweet  bonds 

By  more  than  magic  skill 
Detain  my  heart  a  prisoner 

In  the  House  upon  the  Hill. 

III. 
A  voice  that  trips  and  ripples 

like  the  throstle's  sweet  refrain, 
A  perfect  hand,  a  foot  that  falls 

As  light  as  summer  rain, 
Lush  auburn  hair,  and  liquid  eyes 

Bright  as  a  breaking  rill, — 
Such  are  the  spells  that  bind  me 

To  the  House  upon  the  HilL 

IV. 
The  Present  is  a  blank  to  me. 

The  Future  is  a  maze, 
But  I  love  to  sit  and  sun  me 
•    In  the  "  light  of  other  days  :*' 
Of  other  days  and  happier 

That  all  my  fiancy  fill 
With  summer-breathing  memories 

Of  the  House  upon  the  Kill. 
Tjrin.  Coll.,  Camb.    .  R.  F.  W. 
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THE  DREAM  OP  FAME. 

HE  saw  her  once,  and  in  the  glance— 
A  moment's  glance  of  meeting  eyes-^ 
His  heart  stood  still  in  sndden  trance, 
He  trembled  with  a  sweet  surprise, 
As  one  that  canght,  through  opening  skies, 
A  distant  gleam  of  Paradise. 

That  summer  eve  his  soul  was  light ; 

"With  lighter  step  he  pressed  the  ground ; 
And  life  was  fairer  in  his  sight, 

And  music  was  in  every  sound : 
He  blessed  the  world  where  there  could  be 
So  beautifdl  a  thing  as  she. 

But  days  went  by-*-he  found  her  not : 
And  years  rolled  on — she  never  came : 

Though  ever,  round  the  fatal  spot, 
A  mocking  Whisper  of  her  name 

In  hollow  echoes  seemed  to  roll 

Through  the  dark  chambers  of  his  soul. 
VOL.  in.  b2 
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THE    DREAM    01'    'A^..'^ 

From  land  to  land  he  sought  her  face : 
To  himjF^ere  neither  night  nor  day : 

The  phantom  he  was  doomed  to  chsise 
Still  glided  firom  his  touch  away  : 

And  life,  that  once  had  been  so  bright, 

Seemed  but  a  dream  of  yesternight. 

So  after  many  years  he  came, 

A  wanderer  from  a  distant  shore— 

The  street,  the  house,  were  yet  the  same> 
But  those  he  knew  were  there  no  moroi 

His  burning  words,  his  hopes  and  fears. 

Unheeded  fell  on  alien  ears. 

Only  the  children  from  their  play 
"Would  pause  the  mournful  tale  to  hear, 

Shrinking  in  half-alarm  away  5 

Or,  step  by  step,  would  venture  near 

To  touch  with  timid,  curious  hands 

That  strange  wild  man  from  other  lands. 

He  sat  beside  the  busy  street, 

There,  where  he  last  had  seen  her  faxje^ 
And  thronging  memories,  bitter-sweet, 

Seemed  yet  to  haunt  the  ancient  place : 
Her  footfall  ever  floated  near : 
Her  voice  was  ever  in  his  ear. 
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ITHB    DEEAM    OF    FAME. 

fie  sometimes,  as  the  daylight  waned, 
And  evening  mists  began  to  roll, 

In  half-soliloquy  complained 

Of  that  black  shadow  on  his  soul ; 

And  blindly  femned,  with  <Hniel  care. 

The  ashes  of  a  vidn  despair. 

The  summer  fled :  the  lonely  man 
Still  lingered  out  the  lessening  days ; 

Still,  as  the  night  drew  on,  would  scan 
Each  passing  face  with  closer  gaze — 

Till,  sick  at  heart,  he  turned  away 

And  sighed  "  She  will  not  come  to-day/' 

So  by  degrees  his  spirit  bent 
To  mock  its  own  despairing  cry, 

In  strange  self-torture  to  invent 
New  luxuries  of  agony. 

And  peopled  all  tiie  vaxftmt  space 

With  visions  of  her  perfect  facer:  . 

^That  perfect  face,  whose  smile  to  own 
Men  dare  to  live,  and  fools  to  die : 
Dearer  than  wealth,  or  power,  or  throne ; 

Sweeter  than  sweetest  harmony : 

That  oftenest  cheers  their  lonely  lot 

^Who  live  their  life  and  heed  it  not. 
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THE    DBEAM    09    JfJOSS. 

Sometimes  he  felt  that  she  was  nigh-^ 
Won  for  an  instant  to  his  prayer — 

As  if  an  angel  suddenly 

Were  bodied  from  the  viewless  air, 

And  all  her  fine  ethereal  frame 

Should  fade  as  strangely  as  it  cam^ 

SO;  half  in  fancy's  sunny  trance. 
And  half  in  misery's  aching  void^ 

With  set  and  stony  countenance 
His  bitter  being  he  enjoyed, 

And  shut  for  ever  from  his  mind 

The  happiness  he  could  not  find. 

As  when  the  wretch  ia  lonely  room 
To  selfish  death  is  madly  hurled, 

The  glamour  of  that  fatal  fame 
Shuts  out  the  wholesome  living  world; 

So  all  his  manly  strength  and  pride 

One  sickly  dream  had  swept  aside. 

And  so  it  chanced  once  more  than  she 

Came  by  the  old  familiar  spot ; 
~lie  face  he  would  have  died  to  see 
Bent  o'er  him,  and  he  knew  it  not  i: 
'oo  rapt  in  brooding  grief  to  hear, 
Iven  when  happiness  was  near. 
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TH£    DRSAH    OF    FAME. 

And  pity  filled  her  gentle  breast 
EoT  him  that  could  not  stir  nor  speak : 

The  dying  crimson  of  the  west, 

That  faintly  tinged  his  haggard  cheek, 

Pell  on  her  as  she  stood,  and  shed 

A  glory  round  the  patient  head. 

Ah !  let  him  wake !  the  moments  fly : 
This  awfal  tryst  may  be  the  last : 

And-  see !  the  tear  that  dimmed  her  eye 
Had  fallen  on  him  ere  she  passed. 

She  passed :  the  crimson  paled  to  gray, 

And  hope  departed  with  the  day. 

The  heavy  hours-  of  night  went  by, 
And  silence  qvickened  into  sound, 

And  light  did'  up  the  eastern  sky. 
And  life  began  its  daily  round-— 

But  life  and  light  for  him  were,  fled : 

His  name  was  numbered  with  the  dead. 

Cff.CH.  e.  L.  D. 
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*<  SIT  TIBI  TERRA  LEVIK" 

AN   ACROSTIC. 

TTERQ-!  rest,  thy  warfajie  a'er^ 
•^^  On  the  quiet  Indian  shore ; 
Down  they  fell  beneath  thy  sword, 
Silent  were  they  at  thy  word : 
Oh !  in  England's  happy  mirth, 
Ne'er  may  she  forget  thy  worth, 

BlUSENOSE  COLLBaB.  ^,  C. 
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ODE  TO  DAMON 
FIIOM  CHLOE,  )fVHO  UNDERSTANDS   HIS  MEANING. 

/^H,  do  not  forget  the  day  when  we  met 
^^  At  the  fruiterer's  shop  in  the  city : 
"When  you  said  I  was  plain  and  exeemvelyi  vain, 
Bnt  I  knew  that  you  meant  I  was  pretty. 

HecoUeety  too,  the  hour  when  I  purchased  the  flour 
(For  the  dumplings,  you  know)  and  the  suet ; 

^Whilst  the  apples  I  told  my  dear  Damon  to  hold, 
(Just  to  see  if  yon  knew  how  to  do  it.) 

Then  recall  to  your  mind  how  you  left  me  behind, 
And  went  off  in  a  'bus  with  the  pippins ; 

When  you  sM  you'd  forgot^  but  I  knew  you  had  not ; 
(It  was  merely  to  save  the  odd  threepence !) 

Don't  forget  your  delight  in  the  dumplings  that  night, 
Though  you  said  they  were  tasteless  and  doughy : 

But  you  winked  as  you  spoke,  and  I  saw  that  the  joke 
(If  it  was  tme)  was  meant  for  your  Chloe ! 
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10  0B£    TO    SAKOK. 

Then  remember  the  day  when  Joe  offered  to  pay 

Eor  ns  all  at  tho  Great  Exhibition ; 
You  proposed  a  short  cat,  and  we  found  the  thing  shn^. 

(We  were  two  hours  too  late  for  admission.) 

Tour  ''short  cut/'dear,  we  found  took  us  MP0fti»«Z0«r0tfnif, 

(And  Joe  said  exactly  what  we  did :) 
Well,  /helped  you  out  then — ^it  was  just  like  you  men — 

Not  an  atom  of  sense  when  U  *s  needed/ 

You  said  "What's  to  be  done?"  and  I  thought  you  in  fim, 
(Never  dreaming  you  were  such  a  ninny,) 

'^Same  directly  I"  said  I,  and  you  paid  for  the  fLj, 
(And  I  think  that  you  gave  him  a  guinea.) 

Well,  that  notion,  you  said,  had  not  entered  your 
head: 

You  proposed,  "  The  best  thing,  as  we're  come,  is 
(Since  it  opens  again  in  the  morning  at  ten) 

To  wait  '*^— 0^,  y/m prince  ofaU  dummies  7 

And  when  Joe  asked  you  "  Why,  if  a  man  were  to  die, 
Just  as  you  ran  a  sword  through  his  middle 

You'd  be  hung  for  the  crime?''  and  you  said  ''Oiye' 
me  tame!" 
And  brought  to  your  C!hloe  the  riddle— 
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I  ODB    TO    DAMON.  H 


I 


Why,  remember,  you  dunce,  how  I  solved  it  at  once — 
(The  question  that  Joe  had  referred  to  you,) 

Why,  I  told  you  the  cause  was  ''  the  force  of  the  laws," 
And  you  said  *^  It  had  never  occurred  to  you/** 

This  instance  will  show  that  your  brain  is  too  slow, 

And  (though  your  exterior  is  showy). 
Yet  so  arrant  a  goose  can  be  no  sort  of  use 

To  society come  to  your  CMoe  ! 

You'll  ind  mo  wm^  like  me,  who  can  manage  to  see 

Your  meaning,  you  talk  so  obscurely : 
Why,  if  once  /were  gone,  how  unmU  you  get  on ? 

Come,  you  know  what  I  mean,  Damon,  surely  ? 

Ch.  Ch.,  Oxford.  B.  B^ 
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WHEN    THE    DAY    IS    BORN. 

WHEN  the  day  is  bom  in  glory, 
When  the  shadows  flee  away, 
Arm  thee  for  the  task  before  thee, 

For  the  battle  of  the  day. 
And  though  noon-day  sun  be  scorching. 

Keep  brave  heart  within  thy  breast. 
Though  the  flght  be  fierce  and  stubborn, 

Soon  shall  come  the  hour  of  rest ; 
Soon  shall  come  the  evening*  s  stillness^ 

And  the  evening's  hour  of  calm, 
Soon  upon  the  tired  spirit 

Softly  fall  its  dewy  balm. 
And  a  sweeter  rest  awaits  thee. 

When  Life's  race  shall  all  be  run. 
Where  the  conqueror's  meed  shines  brightly 

For  the  hard-fought  conflict  worn. 
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TO    "FLAVA    NEAEHA.'' 


TTTHITHER,  blue-eyed  damsel,  whither 

'  '     Hast  thou  gone  and  left  me  lone  ? 
Ob  for  wings  to  waft  me  thither, 
Fairest  maiden  I  have  known. 


Sweet  it  is  alone  to  wander 

Musing  of  thy  golden  hair, 
"While  of  thee  my  heart  grows  fonder. 

Though  thou  art  I  know  not  where. 

"When  in  church  my  knees  are  bended, 
And  my  hands  are  clasp'd  in  prayer^ 

"With  the  words  a  sigh  comes  blended 
That  thou  art  no  longer  there. 

I  may  ne'er  again  behold  thee, 
Beloved  and  beauteous  stranger ; 

But  may  Heaven's  kind  hand  uphold  thee, 
And  shield  thee  from  all  danger. 
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14  TO   "flava   neaera." 

May'st  thou  never  taste  of  sorrow 
Such  as  rends  this  heart  of  mine ; 

Brightly  on  thee  smile  each  morrow, 
Creature  of  a  mould  divine ! 

And  when  life's  short  hours  are  number'd. 

Ere  my  eyes  are  closed  in  death. 
Fondly  shall  thy  name  be  murmur'd, 

Darling,  with  my  parting  breath. 

Brasenose  Coll.  J.  W.  B. 
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THE  POET'S  DEATH. 

TTTHEN  the  Poet  yields  his  breath, 

^  '      "When  the  hand  of  envious  Death 
Blots  the  star  that  brightly  glowed 
In  the  depth  of  Poesy's  sky, 
Stills  his  song  that  sweetly  flowed, 
And  his  harp's  high  melody, — 
They  say  that  Nature's  self  doth  mourn, 
Dropping  on  his  funeral  urn 
Tears  in  dew-drops ;  that  a  wail 
Breathes  in  every  sighing  gale ; 
That  in  every  greenwood  bower 
Earthward  droops  each  weeping  flower ; 
That  the  streams  less  brightly  glance ; 
That  the  elves  do  cease  their  dance. 
"  They  do  not  err,"  and  many  a  heart 
In  that  sorrow  bears  its  part, 
Of  those  whom  on  their  weary  way 
He  has  helped  with  soothing  lay ; 
To  whom  'mid  the  thickening  fight 
He  has  told  of  crowns  of  light ; 
Those  who  from  the  poef s  song. 
In  their  struggle  'gainst  the  wrong, 
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Learnt  a  charm  that  made  them  stand 

Firm,  and  nerved  each  conquering  hand  ; 

Lessons  learnt  that  taught  the  soul, 

Though  the  hillows  round  may  roll, 

That  mere  hright  the  morning  sun 

For  the  night  of  darkness  done ; — 

Those  who  in  his  magic  glass 

>Saw  each  wayside  flower  and  grass 

Eobed  in  glory,  saw  a  hue 

In  the  summer  sky's  soft  blue 

To  their  opening  vision  new ; 

Who,  in  Nature's  wide-spread  book 

By  the  Poet  taught  to  look, 

Saw  that  for  the  attentive  mind 

Beauties  in  each  bud  are  shrined, 

And  that  from  Earth's  lowly  sod, 

Upward  eyes  must  look  to  God. 

But  though  mute  the  broken  string, 

Still  for  ever  there  shall  ring 

Echoes  of  the  song  that  woke 

Holy  feelings,  and  that  spoke 

Words  of  strength,  and  glad  heart-cheer 

To  the  listening  mourner's  ear ; 

And  in  notes  of  rapture  high. 

Tuned  again  to  loftier  lays> 

It  shall  join  the  chaunt  of  praise 

In  the  bright  realms  of  the  sky. 

E. 
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LOLE. 


QHE  sat  in  the  star-litten  window,  and  viewed, 
^    With  dreamy  love  in  her  lustrous  eyes, 
The  sunset  beautiM,  Irid-hued, 

And  Hesper  grow  in  the  western  skies. 

Strange  shadows  they  fell  on  her  casement  wide, 

In  phantasies  wild  and  fond ; 
Strange  shadows  they  fell  on  the  harp  by  her  side. 

And  died  in  the  summer-night  darkness  beyond. 

Her  hands  unwittingly  wakened  the  stringSi 

And  her  quickening  power  was  such, 
They  answered  her  thoughts  like  intelligent  things, 

And  thrilled  into  life  at  her  touch. 

Then  strike  on  the  strings,  divine  by  your  art ; 

But,  Lole,  little  you  know 
You  are  dealing  the  chords  of  a  human  heart, 

A  ruder  and  crueller  blow. 

Coll.  Jbs.,  Oxon.  TTR  EWAN. 


VOL.  ni. 
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OUB  LADY  OF  THE  STORM. 

At  Cowie,  Kincardineahire,  high  on  a  rock,  close  to  the  sea  margin, 
stand  th*  Ruins  of  an  Ancient  Church,  under  the  dedication  of  **  Our 
Lady  of  the  Storm»"  the  churchyard  around  heing  still  used  as  a 
burying-place. 

I. 

WSEBE  the  waves  wildly  fret  and  surge  for  aye, 
Old  Scotland's  ohildren  did  their  Master's  will; 

They  reared  a  Kirk  upon  a  craggy  hill, 
That  highest  worship  might  ascend  each  day. 
The  waves  have  chanted  their  eternal  song, 

The  sunshine  sleeps  upon  that  lonely  hill, 
But  now  no  more  of  wordiippers  a  throng ; 

The  lights  are  out — the  voices  all  are  still. 
Wild  storms  have  been ;  but  now  the  Evening  Star 

Hangs  lustrous  o'er  the  strange  fantastic  foam ; 
Pledges  in  gold  and  crimson  come  from  far 

Of  brighter  weather  for  a  voyage  home. 
That  cross,  those  lonely  graves,  were  once  for  thee, 
Mother  of  God^  and  Maid,  Star  of  the  Sea ! 
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II. 

A  Imgermg  MtbM  jrem&ant  gdmers  yet 

The  morning  splendour  of  that  cross-crowtied  spire  J 
Toiling,  they  know  the  paths,  high  Btill>  ftnd  highek> 

"Where  peace  And  righteousness  each  other  met ; — 

For  there  the  MthM  sleep  roond  ruined  walls, 
"Where  chant  the  waves  a  soothing  requiem-song^ 

Where  the  clouds  gather,  or  the  sunshine  falls, 
Or  star-crowJas'  glimmer  when  the  ilights  are  long; 

Lord,  though  the  faithless  Weary  grew  of  Thee, 
Thy  law  discarding,  yet  these  wdlls  are  Thine, 

And  this  the  passing  thotisdbds  now  Inay  see, 
For  there  once  more  is  reared  Thy  sacred  sign. 

Storms  come,  yet  floats  the  Ark's  majestic  form> 

Aye  Maria !    Lady  of  the  Storm ! 


VOL.  ill.  t!  2 
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ERE  THE  DABK  GLOAIHNG  TWILIGHT. 

EBE  the  dark  gLoaxoing  twilight 
Supersedes  the  day. 
And  ere  the  night  has  covered  earth 

In  her  soft  mantle  gray, 
And  while  a  rosy  light  remains 

To  show  the  day  still  lives, 
Though  softened  by  the  sombre  shades 

The  coming  evening  gives ; 
I  think  (since  thou  art  beautiful 

As  ever  day  could  be) 
Oh  could  our  hearts,  like  day  and  night. 

Blend,  yet  not  disagree ! 
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THE  FAIMES. 

TTjf  HEN  the  daylight  &ded  from  the  hill, 
*  ^    And  the  playM  breeze  was  hushed  and  still 
By  the  mossy  bank  of  the  babbling  rill| 

The  fairies  wove  their  dance. 

When  mom-beams  glimmered  through  forest  glade. 
And  bright  on  the  streamlet's  bosom  played, 
And  the  dewdrop  gemmed  each  emerald  blade, 
Once  &dry  forms  would  glance. 

The  meadow  fresher  and  g^ener  grew, 
And  the  flowret  blushed  with  deeper  hue, 
Flashed  brighter  light  from  the  sparkling  dew, 
Where  mystic  footsteps  trod. 

Kow  hushed  is  the  elfin  music's  swell. 
The  passing  breeze  sighs  the  fairies'  knell, 
And  fades  the  flowret's  roseate  bell 
On  the  deserted  sod. 
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For  myeiL  ca^t  a  cold  aoyd  caxelesa  eye 
Qa  the  Fast  with  all  her  witchery, 
For  hior  fading  glories  is  heaved  no,  sigh, 
'B,et  legends  charm  no  more. 

5ut  the  bard's  sweet  spell  shall  bid  them  stay, 
^d  belieying  eyes  see  fairies  play, 
Axki  dance  'neal^  the  pale  mpoA's  wizard  xaj, 
Afi  ift  the  days  of  yore. 


-?^?^<cib«^r^5fliMe^>^^ 
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THOSE  HOKEID  HURDT-GTJBDIE8  T 

A  MONODY,  BY  A  VICTIM, 

*  *  Tif'  Y  mother  bids  me  bind  my  hair," 
-^'"*"    And  not  go  abont  such  a  figure ; 
It's  a  bother,  of  course,  but  what  do  I  care  ? 
I  shall  do  as  I  please  when  I'm  bigger, 

"  My  lodgmg  is  on  the  cold,  cold  ground," 
As  the  first-floor  and  attics  were  taken. 

I  tried  the  garret  but  once,  and  found 
That  my  wish  for  a  change  was  mistaken. 

"  Ever  of  thee !"  yes,  "  Ever  of  thee !" 

They  chatter  more  and  more, 
Till  I  groan  aloud,  "Ghl  let  me  be! 

"I  have  heard  it  all  before !" 

" Please  remember  the  organ,  sir;"" 

What?  hasn't  he  left  me  yet? 
I  promise,  good  man ;  for  its  tedious  burr 
I  never  can  forget. 
Ch.Ch.  B.  B. 
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IN  MEMORIAM.— E.  B.  BROWNING. 
OBIIT  MDCCCLXI. 

NOT,  norence,  for  the  glory  of  thy  skies, 
For  those  grand  mountains,  for  the  golden  flow 
Of  sweet-Toiced  Amo  through  the  vale  below, 
Not  for  the  Eden  land  that  round  thee  lies 
"With  claim  for  fairest  in  a  land  most  fidr, 
Do  men  award  thee  such  a  crown  to  wear 

Among  the  nations.    In  thee  lived  and  loved 
That  Dante  whom  men  call  "  The  Florentine" 
(And  spite  thine  old  contempt  his  fame  is  thine) ; 
In  thee  Savonarola  died  and  proved 
His  indignation  righteous ;  and  in  thee 
Giotto  built  an  immortality : 

These  names,  nor  these  alone,  do  give  thy  name 
A  greater  glory  e'en  than  Nature's  hand 
In  all  her  large  grace  to  thy  Tuscan  land, 
Seen  through  the  dark  of  ages  like  a  flame : 
And  now,  behold,  another  Memory  throws 
A  Mr  fresh  leaf  upon  thy  crowned  brows. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


IS  MBMORIAlf, — ^E.   B.   BEOWNHTG.  25 

Wow  doubly  is  our  English  homage  won, 
That  thou  hast  nurst  with  such  a  tender  care 
An  English  flower  too  frail  for  English  air, 
With  thy  sweet  breezes,  and  thy  radiant  sun : 
And  doubly  art  thou  dear  that  in  thee  lies 
All  of  our  greatest  poetess  that  dies. 

Ah !  songless  now  the  full-toned  utterance 
That  spake  the  language  of  such  lofty  thought 
And  passionate  feeling  to  such  music  wrought. 
What  time  from  Casa  Guidi  o'er  th'  expanse 
Of  men  and  minds  she  gazed  on*  Italy, 
Yezed  and  upheaving  like  a  troubled  sea. 

Lost  is  the  singer  that  so  nobly  sang 

Ood's  Truth  and  Beauty : — closed  the  wondrous  eyes 

That  saw  so  much  of  Heaven  beneath  the  skies : 

Silent  the  darion  that  so  sweetly  rang : 

And  past  the  poet  from  us  to  that  throng 

Where  all  are  poets  of  diviner  song. 

The  "  Wine  of  Cyprus"  flows  for  her  no  more 
Who  drinks  of  better  fountains :  mysteries 
Of  which  she  sang  in  vision,  now  she  sees 
Bevealed  behind  the  vail  on  the  far  shore, 
In  the  clear  light  of  that  etemed  day 
Which  after  dawning  fadeth  not  away. 
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Glory  for  pain,  and  rest  for  one  so  weary, 

Whose  life  was  one  long  fire  to  purify 

A  patient  spirit  for  the  happy  sky : 

Let  thick  tears  fall,  and  chant  the  Hiserere, 

Kot  for  that  parted  spirit,  but  for  those 

Who  still  must  wander  through  a  life  of  woes. 

The  "  Drama  of  her  Exile"  is  all  done, 

And  now  with  earthly  mists  no  longer  dim, 

Her  eyes  are  rapt  upon  those  "  Seraphim" 

To  see  whose  "  wondrous  fiaoes"  round  the  throne, 

And  hear  whose  "  most  sweet  music,"  in  past  lay 

Our  hearts  grew  solemn  as  we  heard  her  pray. 

We  hear  her  yet,  "No  more  vain  words  be  said;'* 
We  seem  to  hear  the  near  Hosannas  roll ; 
In  the  full  bliss  that  crowns  the  living  soul, 
Forget  the  sorrow  brooding  o'er  the  dead : 
In  this  exultant,  that  the  living  breath 
Now  and  for  ever  triumpheth  o'er  death  \ 

Pembroke  Coll.,  S.  J^  S. 

OXPORD. 
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ETJTH, 
AN   OLD-WOBU)   IDYL. 

^^  TjlNTBEAT  sue  not  to  leave  thee,  nor  to  cease 
-*-^    From  following  after  thee,  for  whereeoe'er 
Thou  goest  I  will  go,  and  in  what  place 
Thou  lodgest  I  will  lodge ;  thy  people,  too, 
Shall  be  my  people,  aod  thy  God  my  God ; 
And  where  thou  diest  I  will  die,  and  there 
Vill  I  be  buried."— Silence  fell  awhile ; 
Then  low  and  clear  she  spake  again,  '^  The  Lord 
Do  so  to  me,  and  also  more,  if  aught — 
If  anything,  but  death,  part  me  and  thee.'^ 

So  they  two  journeyed  to  the  alien  land. 

To  Euth  less  alien  than  tathat  other 

Eetnming,  moumfol,  to  the  well-known  fieldJB, 

Upon  whose  blank  unmeaning  &ce  she  knew 

That  she  should  gaze,  as  one  upon  the  &ce 

Of  an  old  Mend,  heart-changed,  who  knows  him  not. 

Amid  the  gaudy  simshine,  travel-stained. 

They  reached  the  bustling  city — sought,  and  fouj^d. 

A  small  retreat  from  curious,  stranger  eyes. 
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Where  Butb,  with  imobtrasivc  household  grace. 
Arranged  their  little  all,  and  some  few  flowers 
She  placed,  fresh-breathing,  on  the  window-sill ; 
For  woman's  gracious  tact  had  whispered  her, 
When  buying  what  was  needed,  that  'twere  well 
To  spend  a  little  for  so  great  a  good. 

The  narrow  lodging  m  a  crowded  street, 
Noisome  with  dust  and  heat,  and  jairing  miith 
Of  rude  unlovely  children,  crushed  the  heart 
Of  that  sad  widow,  comfortless  and  cold ; 
"Sot  would  she  stir,  nor  cease  to  nurse  her  grief. 

But  after  sunset,  in  the  freshening  eye. 

Sweet  gentle  Buth  stole  forth,  and  pass'd  the  bounds 

Of  that  close  city,  and  (her  quickening  steps 

Obeying  some  sweet  impulse)  soon  she  stood 

Silent  amid  the  sighing  fields  of  com. 

Her  moumfal  eyes  slow  filled  with  piteous  tears. 

And  from  her  quivering  lips  a  small  sad  song 

Stole,  plaintive,  low,  as  sings  a  drooping  bird 

Amid  the  first  large  drops  that  threat^a  storm. 

"  Mourns  a  low  wind,  and,  from  the  sighing  sheaves, 
Quick,  pattering  grains  upon  ihe  sun-cracked  graves 
Of  fruitful  com  that,  dying,  gave  them  birth. 
Drop  like  a  shower  of  helpless,  hopeless  tears 
From  one  who  bends  above  a  mother's  grave. 
Heart-broken,  loveless,  soon  with  her  to  rest. 
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''  Low  mourns  my  heart ;   I  lovelesB,  drooping,  stand 

Kaim'ng  my  tears  upon  my  mother-earth : 

O  Mother,  give  me  rest !   0  let  me  sink 

Within  thy  quiet  arms  where  all  is  peace ! 

Or  may  these  sad-sown  tears  arise  in  hopes, 

All  glorious,  golden  with  a  coming  good." 

Then  brighter  all  for  storm  she  pass'd  away, 
And  heard  the  grating  corn-crake  jarring  near, 
"Sot  ceased  to  hear,  until  she  reached  the  gates 
Of  that  still  city  where  the  widow  slept. 
But  when  the  com-sheayes  shivered  in  the  dawn. 
And  countless  bright-eyed  chirping  birds  awoke. 
Bidding  a  blithe  "  Good-morrow"  each  to  all, 
Among  the  gleaners  gleaned  true-hearted  Euth, 
As  brightly  tremulous  as  the  morning  star. 

Then  rang  a  wholesome  voice  across  the  fields, 
A  holy  salutation  of  the  mom, 
"  The  Lord  be  with  you !" — ^next  the  true  response 
Of  honest  reapers,  "  And  the  Lord  bless  thee !" 
As  he,  the  genial  master  of  these  fields. 
Stood,  his  beard  waving  to  the  laughing  breeze. 
With  son-brown'd  &ce  among  his  sun-brown'd  com. 
His  bright  eye,  glancing  quickly  fell  on  Euth, 
(Whose  gentle  heart  in  bodings  vague  and  strange 
Shook  like  a  river-reed  in  mom's  first  breeze. 
That  whispers  now  of  shine,  and  now  of  shower.) 
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And  soon  he  learnt  her  tale,  and  loVd  its  worth ; 
Andy  in  all  courtesy,  approaching,  spake 
Grand  simple  words  of  welcome,  fall  and  f^ ; 
Bade  her  to  mingle  with  his  maids,  and,  when 
The  longing  thirst  shonld  come  upon  her,  wend 
To  where,  among  the  piled-up  sheltering  sheaves, 
Cold  waters  glistened  in  the  cold,  red  jars ; 
And  her  sweet  voice,  while  pleading  with  her  eyes 
Of  her  tuiT^orthiness,  but  made  her  seem 
And  be  more  doubly  worthy  of  this  good. 
Then,  as  the  plain  bee  sings  to  cheer  her  toil, 
So  sang  Euth's  simple  heart  calm  cradling-songs. 
And  Care,  the  plaintive  baby,  sobb'd  and  slept. 

So  grew  the  day,  and  when  the  glowing  land 

Lay  throbbing  'neath  the  cloudless,  holy  blue 

That  veiled  the  face  of  God,  too  blinding-bright. 

The  maidens,  wearied,  leaving  the  scorch'd  fields, 

'I^eath  moistened  tent-sails  seated,  linked  in  love, 

Broke  fragrant  bread,  and  dipp'd  it  in  the  cups 

Of  vivifying  vinegar ;  and  Euth 

Less  alien  seemed  while  mingling  with  the  maids 

So  kind,  incurious  and  all-courteous, 

And  then,  heart-rested,  rose  and  gleaned  afresh, 

Till  sounds  and  shadows  of  the  evening  came. 

So  pass'd  the  swarthy  days :  then  came  the  cnd> 
The  full  fruition  of  the  promised  good, 
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The  end  of  barley-harvest,  bearded,  brown ; 
And  he,  the  genial  lord,  large-hearted  man, 
Making  the  hugest  feast,  bade  all  his  Mends 
To  share  the  rest  as  they  had  shared  the  toil ;  • 
When  Euth  obedient  to  her  mother's  will, 
And  listening  to  the  promptings  of  her  heart, 
Arrayed  in  all  her  best,  and,  best  of  all, 
The  simple  beauty  of  a  guileless  soul, 
Stood  near  the  threshing-floor,  but  all  unseen 
(Her  pulses  throbbing  with  the  quick-pulsed  stars), 
And  heard  the  merry  din,  and  prayed  to  God, 
Until  her  heart  grew  calm,  nor  feared  the  end. 

Then  all  grew  still,  the  harvest-greetings  done, 
The  greeters  gone,  and  he,  the  liberal  giver 
Of  this  large  feast,  arose,  a  merry  man ; 
Merry  with  holy  joy  that  HE  had  blest 
The  labour  of  their  hands  and  freely  given 
All  in  due  season  of  the  earth's  lush  finiits ; 
Merry  with  joy  at  seeing  others  glad ; 
Yea,  merry  with  the  juice  of  his  own  vine. 

But  when,  hard  by  the  heap  of  winnowed  com, 

In  ample  garments  wrapped  he  lay  and  slept, 

Buthy  holding  tight  her  heart  with  close-olaspt  hands. 

Drew  near  irresolute  and,  breathless,  heard 

The  equal  breathings  of  the  healthy  man ; 

And  praying,  *<  Guide  me,  Holy  O^N^E !"  she  drew 
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The  covering  from  his  feet,  and  prayed  again, 

Listening  the  night-wind  and  the  sounds  of  night, 

Until  the  man  awoke  in  questioning  fear, 

Heard  her  request,  and  granted  all  its  truth ; 

And  "  Best  till  mom"  he  said ;  "  I,  with  the  morn, 

Will  see  thy  kinsman  right  thee,  or  if  he 

Shall  prove  evasive  and  indifferent. 

Then  I,  as  next  in  order  of  thy  kin, 

Will  not  confine  my  heart  to  that  small  space, 

The  graceless,  strict  proprieiy  of  right, 

But  do  unto  thee  as  I  trust  that  God 

Will,  in  His  endless  bounty,  do  to  me 

When  suppliant.    Now  rest  thee  tiU  the  mom." 

And,  thanking  God,  she  rested  tiU  the  light, 

Eose  at  its  earliest  gleam,  and  parted  thence, 

Com-laden,  blest  and  blessing  to  her  home. 

But  he,  the  genial  lord,  gazed  on  the  fields 
That  glimmered  in  the  dawn,  but  saw  them  not; 
Fingered  the  tangles  of  his  fall  rich  beard, 
Unravelling  all  the  mazes  of  his  thought. 
Then,  fixt  in  purpose,  went  up  to  the  gate. 
There,  seated,  saw  Euth's  kinmnan  passing  near,  * 
With  hale  voice  greeted  him,  and  bade  him  sit ; 
Then  caU'd  ten  elders,  grave,  white-bearded  men, 
Futting  the  case  before  their  passionless  minds. 

But  he,  the  evasive  kinsman,  loved  the  land, 
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And  he  would  have  it,  "  Yea,  I  will  redeem  it :'' 

Then  sank  the  hopes  of  Boaz,  for  he  thought — 

''  If  he  so  gladly  hastes  to  own  the  fields, 

How  more  than  gladly  will  he  haste  to  win 

The  fairest  flower  that  ever  smiled  in  field ; 

Now  have  I  lost  my  love ;"  then  spake  aloud, 

'<  And,  with  the  land,  of  needs  thou  must  take  Ruth.'* 

But  he,  the  evasive  kinsman,  lov'd  the  land. 

But  lov'd  not  Euth,  indifferent  he  to  her, 

And  smiling,  supple,  proffered  an  excuse, 

Then  rose  from  this  brief  council,  with  his  heart 

Light  as  for  burden  dropt,  all  ignorant 

Of  that  pure  pearl  relinquished,  and  which  he 

The  kindly  lord,  good  Boaz,  gladly  wore 

On  his  broad  breast,  and  made  her  his  true  wife. 

Andy  in  her  season,  Euth,  the  clinging  vine, 
(Beneath  whose  quiet  arms  he  ever  found 
The  shade  and  rest  that  woman,  wife  and  Mend, 
Should  prove  herself  unto  her  goodman  tired) 
Blest  by  God's  sunny  smile,  grew  fruitful,  ripe, 
And  bore  a  son  to  Boaz,  proudly  glad. 

Fair  grew  the  babe,  a  gentle  comely  child ; 
And,  as  beneath  the  broad  vine's  quivering  shade 
In  golden  afternoons  the  mother  sat. 
So  deeply  happy,  and  upon  her  knee 
The  innocent,  unwitting  that  from  him 

VOL.  in.  B 
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Should  rise  the  Prophet-king,  and  from  his  line 
Shine  on  the  world  the  Bright  and  Morning  Star, 
They  seemed  to  be  the  faultless,  living  real 
Of  that  ideal  which  Eaphael  dreamt  and  drew, 
Madonna — Mary  and  the  Holy  Child. 

WOSCESTEB  COLLEOB.  R.  P. 
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A  CHRISTMAS  CAROL. 

GREAT  and  lowly,  young  and  aged, 
Little  children  on  the  knee. 
Mighty  leaders  of  the  nations, 
Conquerors  of  earth  and  sea. 
And  ye  heroes,  greater,  nobler, 
Heroes  in  obscurity ; 

Oh,  awake !  the  night  is  flying, 

Crescent  rays  the  east  adorn : 
They  are  heralds  of  a  glory, 

And  they  usher  in  a  mom 
"When  Light  of  Light,  and  Life  of  Life, 

And  Love  of  Love  were  bom. 

Listen !  hear  ye  not  the  numbers 

Of  the  olden  endless  song, 
Sweeter  than  aU  sweetest  echoes 

That  the  ages  bear  along. 
When  the  spheric  realms  were  ringing 

With  the  chanting  angel  throng. 
VOL.  in.  D  2 
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Oh,  the  morning  stars  sang  sweetlji 

And  the  heaven  of  heavens  adored, 
And  the  shepherds'  hearts  responded 

To  the  glory  of  that  Word ! 
Wake  your  heart  of  hearts  to  gladness, 

Greet  the  advent  of  your  Lord ! 
* 

Hear  ye  not  the  golden  music 

Wafted  down  the  stream  of  time  ? 
Hear  ye  not  the  gospel-message 

Sweeping  on  from  clime  to  clime  ? 
Speaking  to  the  lowliest  lowly. 

Speaking  to  the  earth's  sublime. 

Now  fdlfilled  the  ancient  promise, 
And  the  old  prophetic  cry ! 

Now  the  Lord  of  Light  and  Glory 
Quits  the  mansions  of  the  sky  ! 

Now  the  serpent  cowers  in  anguish 
As  he  feels  his  victor  nigh ! 

Lowly  Infant — Great  Creator ! 

Hail !  victorious  o'er  the  grave. 
Though  the  hosts  of  evil  threaten^ 

Though  Satanic  tempests  rave, 
Hail ! — Omnipotent  to  conquer ; 

Hail ! — Omnipotent  to  save. 
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Oh,  this  mom  shall  Bpeak  its  message 

To  the  stedfast  and  the  strong ; 
To  the  trembling  and  the  striving 

It  shall  sing  a  Fsean  song ; 
Tell  the  waitmg  and  the  weary, 

Life  is  short  but  Love  is  long. 

0  thou  strong  one,  and  true-hearted, 

Stedfast  in  surrounding  dole, 
"Warrior  in  the  world's  great  battle, 

Christ  the  watch- word  of  thy  soul ! 
Christ's  hand  guide  thee  to  th'  Elysium 

Where  no  battle-thunders  roll ! 

And  thou,  wanderer  in  the  silence, 

Weary  with  life's  rugged  way, 
Still  look  upward  to  the  promise 

Of  the  coming  fadeless  day. 
Christ  shall  guide  thee  and  protect  thee, 

Christ  shall  wipe  thy  tears  away. 

And  thou,  weak  and  overladen, 

There  is  help  at  that  right  hand ; 
He  shall  be  thy  joy  and  solace 

Over  all  the  wastes  of  sand ; 
Lead  thee  upward  to  the  True  Light, 

In  the  Father's  better  land. 
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Onward,  onward!  through  the  tempest, 
Yonder  dawns  the  Morning  Star : 

And  the  light  of  Christ  is  breaking 
Through  the  sullen  mists  of  war : 

"We  will  hail  our  Lord's  first  Advent, 
And  Has  second  is  not  far ! 

Pembboke,  Oxon. 


--?^<*^?2r^ef^ijSdkii>^^ 
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BRAIDWOOD. 

KILLED  AT  THE  GREAT  FIRE,  JUNE  22ifD,  1861. 

9nniS  meet  that  men  should  praise  his  worth,  and  fling 

-*-     A  garland  of  true  grief  ahout  the  dead : 
The  dark  mysterious  silence  covering 
Another  noble  head. 

For  not  alone  to  him,  whose  patriot  sword 

Hath  hewn  through  flying  foe  a  path  to  fame, 
Doth  Honour  grant  her  smile,  or  Truth  award 
A  hero's  sacred  name. 

Honour  hath  guerdon  fair  for  that  sharp  strife 

Whence  triumph  may  in  days  of  peace  be  won, 
And  Truth  recordeth  many  a  noiseless  life 
Of  duty,  nobly  done. 

And  so  these  mighty  Twain,  who  tend  upon 
The  merits  of  pure  deeds  and  selfless  men, 
Bid  the  land  mourn  for  a  departed  son 
"Who  cometh  not  again. 
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Again  no  more  when  on  the  niglit- winds'  hreath 

Shriek  forth  the  spirits  of  the  fiery  storm, 
Shall  all  the  hopes  of  those  who  stand  near  death, 
Centre  ahout  his  form : 

No  more,  when,  as  hy  God's  commanding  hreath, 

Commissioned  minister  of  wrath  allayed. 
He  stood  like  Aaron,  between  life  and  death, 
Andlo!  "the  plague  was  stayed!" 

So  lived  he  such  a  life  for  half  an  age, 

Then  came  the  end — ^the  night  which  was  the  last — 
To  be  remembered  on  recording  page,  . 

Till  times  be  oTerpast. 

A  night  illumed  by  fire  to  awfdl  day 

That  glared  on  waste  and  death,  and  mocked  the  sun  ; 
A  raging  Hell  where  Thames  roUed  on  its  way, 
A  blazing  Fhlegethon  I 

Yet  though  'tis  grief  that  he  of  all  should  lie 

Death-stricken  by  that  ndn  overhead, 

Kathless,  for  that  a  warrior  fiEdn  would  die 

Upon  no  peaceM  bed. 

But  clad  in  harness  in  the  heat  of  strife, 
And  find  a  hero's  tomb  in  fallen  foes. 
Men  say :    Behold,  such  end  to  such  a  life 
Was  no  ignoble  close ! 
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Toil  eameth  rest :    Lay  the  recovered  dust 

In  peace  unbroken  under  lioly  sod, 
Till  that  great  day  whereon  the  sleeping  just 
Shall  hear  the  trump  of  Gk>d. 

June  27, 1861.  John  S. 
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THE  LESSON  OF  NATUEE. 

TTTHY  do  you  sing  from  the  trees,  merry  birds, 
*  *    .  Why  do  you  sing  to-day  ? 
The  world  that  is  full  of  weeping  and  woe. 
You  mock  with  your  gladsome  lay. 

Why  do  you  shine  on  the  hills,  bright  sun, 

Why  do  you  shine  to-day  ? 
The  world  that  is  fiill  of  weeping  and  woe. 

You  mock  with  your  glittering  ray. 

Why  do  you  dance  through  the  vale,  feir  streams. 

Why  do  you  dance  to-day  ? 
When  the  worid  is  so  full  of  weeping  and  woe 

You  should  not  be  so  gay. 

'^  We  sparkle  and  glitter  the  hills  among, 
And  we  joyously  carol  our  matin  song, 

And  we  dance  on  our  flowery  way ; 
For  we  tell  of  a  Gob  who  is  just  and  true. 
Who,  sooner  or  later,  the  world  will  renew, 
And  will  cleanse  it  of  sorrow  and  sin  and  wrong, 

And  you  shall  be  glad  that  day !" 

Oeiel.  W.  H.  C.  N. 
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BEWARE! 


SN  you  gather  the  fair  moss-rose,  Annie, 
Beware  of  the  hidden  thorn ; 
In  verdant  goise,  a  traitor  it  lies, 
Your  tender  hand  to  spurn. 

When  you  seek  for  the  honey  dew,  Annie, 

Beware  of  the  hidden  hee : 
As  in  every  pleasure,  in  envied  treasure, 

Lurk  pain  and  misery. 

When  you  court  the  morning  breeze,  Annie, 

Beware  of  the  clear  blue  sky : 
For  soon  clouds  lower,  and  the  treacherous  shower 

Comes  down  right  suddenly. 

When  you  list  to  a  prattling  tongue,  Annie, 

And  think  of  your  ftitnre  &te. 
Beware  of  the  smile,  that  sports  for  awhile. 

Then  stands  revealed — too  late ! 

Omel.  W.  H.  C.  N. 
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THE  EMPEROR  AND  HIS  SOUP. 

A  ROMAN  STORY! 

This  Btory  is  taken  from  that  curious  piece,  the  ^^  Oration  of  Sjrne- 
fliuf  Dp  Regno  to  the  Emperor  Arcadius." 

A  ROMAN  Emperor,  in  our  grandsires'  times 
Led  out  a  host  against  the  Parthian  foe. 
T  was  eve.     They  halted  on  the  Armenian  heights 
Expecting  battle  with  the  morrow's  dawn. 
Lit  were  the  watoh-fires,  from  the  purple  peaks 
Showing  like  stars  on  Parthian  fields  below. 
"  What  ho !  I  hunger,"  quoth  the  Emperor, 
"  *T  were  well  to  sup."     Then  round  him  came  his  staff : 
Not  goodly  yoiing  men  with  their  sunny  hair 
Down  to  their  shoulders,  golden  spears  and  shields. 
But  rough  old  generals,  grey-beards,  golden  hearts, 
Whose  splendour  was  concentered  in  their  souls. 
**  Bring  me  my  supper," — and  they  brought  it  out, 
Thick  pulse  of  peas,  and  hunches  of  hog-flesh 
Isled  in  the  pulse.     The  yellow  soup  bedropp^d 
The  old  man's  beard.    His  battered  casque  was  off, 
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Sole  symbol  there,  a  jacket  puiple-dyed 

Lay  in  long  grass,  as  though  a  purple  string 

Of  hyacinths  or  pansies  had  been  flung 

Upon  the  mountain-meadows  by  the  girls. 

But  down  below  the  Parthian  hosts  admired 

The  cloud  of  battle  gathered  on  the  heights, 

That  had  sail'd  on  from  far  Hesperian  skies, 

And  now  must  burst  about  to-morrow's  dawn. 

So  toward  the  eve  their  old  men  took  a  thought 

That  it  were  well  to  send  an  embassage, 

And  on  the  heralds  went,  and  audience  sought ; 

And  they  were  usher'd  to  the  Emperor. 

But  he  fall  slightly  raised  him  from  the  grass; 

And  one  hand  pointed  to  the  woods  below — 

A  mass  of  purple  domes  and  cupolas — 

And  to  the  wheat-fields,  goldening  for  the  scythe  ; 

And  with  the  other  touched  his  temples  bald, 

And  said,  ''  Sir  Heralds !  to  your  stripling  king 

**  Back  with  my  message.    Let  him  yield  at  once, 

**  Or,  by  my  life,  before  another  mom 

"  Those  dainty  hunting  grounds  and  goodly' fields 

"  Shall  be  singed  something  balder  than  my  head. 

*'  And  now,  an  if  ye  hunger,  dip  your  hands 

*'  Lito  my  soup.     If  not,  within  an  hour 

"  Leave  ye  the  Eoman  trench.     My  say  is  said." 

So  midnight  came.     All  round  about  the  fire 

The  legionaries  slept,  and  dream'd  of  Eome, 

Or  seem'd  to  march  through  armies  thick  as  flakes 
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Falling  upon  Soracte — when  there  walked 
Up  to  the  outposts,  and  by  them  was  led 
On  to  the  Emperor,  a  Godlike  shape 
Vested  in  Melibcean,  with  his  head 
Star-brighty  his  tiar  and  candys  glimmering 
In  the  Armenian  moonHght,  at  his  heel 
A  score  of  chiefs.     It  was  the  Persian  king, 
Afraid  of  that  old  bald-head  and  his  soup ! 

B.  N.  C.  W.  A. 
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THE  NORTHMEN. 

TTO !  steer  for  the  south,  from  the  broad  Elbe-mouth, 
■"•.  And  the  winding  fiords  that  stretch  from  the  storm- 
swept  Northern  main: 
Let  your  tall  ships  sweep  through  the  rolling  deep, 
As  the  grey  wolves  haste,  when  they  scent  a  field  of  the 
slain. 

As  the  wild-fowl  cower  and  run,  when  between  them  and 

the  sun 
A  wide- winged  eagle  soaring  throws  his  shadow  on  the  grass, 
So  shall  the  people  fly  when  afar  off  they  espy 
Your  white  sails  uprising  as  your  war-ships  onward  pass. 

As  breaks  the  wUd-boar*through  the  reeds  on  the  shore 
Shall  ye  break  the  lines  of  battle  where'er  ye  lift  your 

swords ; 
Te  shall  hew  down  the  ranks  of  the  Saxons  aad  the  Franks, 
Till  all  the  coasts  of  Europe  shall  own  y^  foi  their  lords. 
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COMFORT  IN   DREAMS. 

TO  L a. 

TJEATJTIFXJL  star  of  my  dreams, 
-^    Follow  me  still  when  I  wake ! 
Let  not  thy  peace-giving  beams 
NoW;  when  most  needed,  forsake ! 

Gladden  me  still  with  thine  eyesl — 
Happy  the  heart  they  control ! — 

On  my  thick  darkness  arise. 
Mistress  and  Queen  of  my  soul ! 

Weep  me  such  tears  as  thou  wept, 
0  dream  too  strangely  divine ! 

When  my  glad  spirit  npleapt, 
Olad  to  be  mingled  with  thine. 

Kiss  me  again  as  before. 

Parting  the  hair  on  my  brow : 

Oh,  with  what  tenderest  lore 
Charming  the  sting  of  my  woe ! 

Once  again  clasping  thee  close, 

As  in  the  visions  of  night. 
Let  all  my  troubles  repose, 

Basking  themselves  in  thy  light! 
Cath.  5r. 
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GOOD-BYE.  ! 

j 

&  ODD-BYE  at  last  to  Oxford  1  with  fuU  eyes 
I  watch  the  Autumn  day  grow  dark  and  die. 
And  see  the  year  put  on  its  saddest  guise, 
To  sadden  this  Good-bye. 

This  sorrowing  rain  seems  but  the  tearful  grief 
That  pride  forbids  although  the  heart  be  fain, 
And  that  regretful  wind  seems  the  relief, 
In  utterance,  of  pain. 

Dim,  as  I  thread  the  twilight,  on  my  gaze 

The  "  glorious  street  "*  lies  wrapt  in  misty  gloom, 
And  in  grieved  sort  like  statues  of  past  days 
The  old  towers  darkly  loom. 

I  hear  "  Old  Tom"  announce  the  parting  light. 

The  deep  hoarse  voice  I  soon  must  hear  no  more ; 
The  note  is  deeper,  moumfoller,  this  night 
Thau  in  the  days  of  yore. 

•  "  The  stream-like  windings  of  that  glorious  street.*'— Words- 
w-orth's  "  Sonnet  on  Oxford," 

VOL.  ni.  E 
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Good-bye  to  walls  and  towers  I  know  so  well, 

And  lovo  as  dearly — ^most  of  all  to  thine 
Wherein  my  lot  "  in  pleasant  places"  fell, 
Kind  Nurse  and  Mother  mine  ! 


May  Heaven  thee  prosper !  and  good-bye  to  thee. 

Dear  noble  Isis,  loved  so  all  these  years ; 
Echoes  of  gallant  strife  right  gloriously 
E'en  now  ring  in  mine  ears : 


And  mingling  with  them  comes  a  measured  strain. 

With  martial  music  from  a  youthful  band, 
L  fight  my  bloodless  **  battles  o'er  again," 
In  arms  for  father-land. 


**  These  't  will  be  joy  to  recollect,'*  'tis  said, 

Though  with  a  tinge  of  sorrow,  being  gone, 
Oxford !  with  me  the  dead  Past  is  not  dead, 
Though  I  must  needs  pass  on : — 


"  Th'  old  order  changeth  yielding  place  to  new  "- 

So  I  pass  on,  but  never  to  forget. 

Till  in  the  heart  that  unto  thee  is  true 

The  sun  of  Ufe  shall  set. 
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Good-bye  is  "  God  be  with  thee  1 "     Even  so 

May  God  keep  Oxford — ^let  her  children  pray — 
Truth's  changeless  champion,  Error's  strongest  foe, 
Until  That  day ! 

Pembroke. 


vol.  ni.  E  2 
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THE  OLD   AND  NEW  YEAR. 

STILL  is  the  vale ; 
The  maniac  fury  of  the  wintry  gale 

Has  lulled  to  a  low  moan, 
That  breathes  like  requiem  o'er  the  dying  year ; 
And  slowly,  sadly  the  dead  leaves  are  strown 

Upon  his  chilly  bier. 

The  solemn  toll 
Wakes  mournful  echoes  in  the  awe-hushed  soul ; 

And,  as  with  bated  breath, 
Till  the  glad  music  on  the  ear  be  home, 
Nature  in  silence  waits  the  Old  Tear's  death 

And  the  New  Year's  glad  mom. 

Clashing  with  tumultuous  mirth, 

The  bells  hail  his  joyous  birth  : 

Joy  and  Peace  to  sorrowing  earth 

0  may  the  New  Year  bring  ! 

And  may  the  hopes  that  spring, 

Like  the  first  flower-buds  'mid  this  snow, 

Bloom  with  as  bright  a  glow ; 

TiU  o'er  the  hills  the  Eternal  Morning  peer 

And  on  this  earth  shall  dawn  the  "  Golden  Year.' 


E. 
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Page  12,  last  line,  for  "  worn,"  read  "  won." 
Page  17,  head  line,  for  *'  Lole,"  read  "  lole." 
Page  21,  line  4,  for  "  mom,  read  **  moon." 


The  following  Bhymes,  through  want  of  space,  are  un- 
avoidably  deferred  until  our  next  nimiber : — 

Poeta  Fit,  non  Nascitur.  An  Acrostic.  Sunset  at  Sea.  An 
Enigma.  Parya  licet  Oomponere  Magnis.  Human  life.  No  Star 
lights  up  its  Lonely  Fire.    The  Dying  Tree. 


'No,  IX.  of  "  CoLLBOB  Ehymss  "  will  be  published  early 
in  June.  AU  Gommunioations  for  the  Editor  to  be  ad- 
dressed to  the  Publishers,  Messbs.  T.  &  G.  Shbimpioit, 
Broad  Street,  Oxford. 
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In    M^moriam. 


*•  0  selfless  man  and  stainless  gentleman! 


CHRISTMAS,    1861. 

E'EN  so,  '*  God  giveth  His  beloved  sleep !" 
And  grief  overwhelms  us  on  this  Holy  mom, 
And  grief  will  wait  and  see  the  New  Year  bom. 
What  can  we  else  but  bow  our  heads  and  weep  ? 
The  fountains  of  our  love,  new-found,  are  deep. 
For  one  who  lived — and  lived  in  spite  of  scom — 
A  selfless  life  of  use,  't  is  meet  we  moum : 
Since  having  sown  he  goes  elsewhere  to  reap. 
0  True  and  Pure  and  Eoyal !  round  thy  brow 
We,  the  once  blind,  now  seeing,  sadly  weave 
Garlands  of  praise  for  duty  nobly  done : 
"  Great  Prince,  and  man  of  men,"  and  greater  now 
For  that  we  glory  in  tbee,  and  believe 
Thy  works  shall  follow  though  thy  rest  is  won. 

S.  J.  S. 


VOL.  m. 
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DEC,  1861. 

OUR  Sovereign,  in  this  hour  of  grief 
There  *8  but  one  source  of  sure  relief ; 
Accept  the  prayer  we  raise  for  thee, 
Better  than  sympathy ! 

May  He,  whose  hand  is  ever  kind, 
Who  from  the  shorn  lamb  shields  the  wind, 
Who  out  of  evil  can  bring  good, 
Now  bless  to  thee  the  rod  : 

May  He,  the  King  of  kings,  display 
His  love,  and  wipe  thy  tears  away ; 
His  Spirit  fuller  comfort  send 
Than  husband,  mother,  friend  ! 

Balliol  College. 
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'EIPHNH. 


'*^  Thou  Bhalt  keep  him  in  perfect  peace  whose  mind  is 
stayed  on  Thee." 


'  Ke  hath  a  foretaste  of  his  rest, 
Who  stays  his  heart  on  Thee  : ' 

Lord,  grave  that  in  Thy  Soldier's  breast 
Deep  as  eternity. 

Be  it  the  blazon  on  his  shield. 

The  keen  edge  of  his  sword, 
Wherewith  to  rout  on  battle-field 

The  foemen  of  his  Lord. 


For  though  of  foe  and  fear  no  lack 
Till  death  shall  smile  release, 

The  Prince  of  Darkness  falleth  back 
Before  the  Prince  of  Peace  ! 


f2 
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So  gird  thee,  Christian,  manfully ; 

It  is  thy  Leader  saith  : 
*  I  captivate  captivity, 

I  take  the  sting  from  death/ 

And,  though  unnoticed  in  the  strife^ 
Wielding  a  lowlier  sword, 

Thou  'rt  yet  a  hero  in  thy  life, 
A  champion  of  thy  Lord. 

0  demon-hated,  haunted  man ! 

In  Peace  arise  and  go ; 
Thou  art  God-guarded  from  thy  ban, 

God-loved  in  aU  thy  woe  I 

See  Calvai*y  lift  its  awful  brow; 

In  every  land  sublime, 
The  Cross  upreared  o'er  clouds  below 

Of  toil  and  grief  and  crime  : 

And  hear  the  sweet  inviting  voice : 
*  Look  on  the  Dead  and  live !' 

Infinitude  of  '  perfect  Peace' 
The  Living  Dead  shall  give. 

0  Light  upon  the  gloomy  waste 

Of  melancholy  seas ! 
0  stiUing  Voice  upon  the  blast 

Of  human  agonies ! 
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0  single  guiding  guardian  Star 

Above  the  clouds  of  death ! 
Draw  to  thy  rays  which  stream  afar 

Our  latest  look  and  breath  ! 

O'er-shine  us  till  Life's  tumults  cease, 

Till  Sight  for  Faith  is  given  ; 
Till  we  regain  our  'perfect  Peace,' 

More  glorified  in  Heaven ! 
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ONLY    A    WOMAN'S    HAIR."* 


After  Dean  Swift's  death,  a  small  packet  was  found  among  lii» 
papers,  containing  a  single  lock  of  hair,  and  inscribed  with  the  above 
words. 


"0 


|NLY  a  woman's  hair ! "    Fling  it  asid€  ! 
A  bubble  on  Life's  mighty  stream : 
Heed  it  not,  man,  but  watch  the  broadening  tide 
Bright  with  the  western  beam. 


Nay,  in  those  words  there  rings  from  other  years 

The  echo  of  a  long,  low  cry, 
Where  a  proud  spirit  wrestles  with  its  tears 

In  loneliest  agony. 

*  By  a  strange  coincidence  a  poem  bearing  the  same  title  appears 
in  the  current  number  of  London  Society  (March,  1862).  The  poem 
in  College  Rhymes  was  written  and  in  type  before  that  number  of  the 
magazine  appeared. 
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And,  as  I  touch  that  lock,  strange  visions  throng 

Upon  my  soul,  with  dreamy  grace, 
Of  woman's  hair,  the  theme  of  poet's  song 

In  every  time  and  place. 

A  child's  bright  tresses,  in  a  tangled  braid, 

O'er  circling  arms  that  fondly  roll, 
Wh6re  fall  blue  eyes,  undimm'd  by  sinful  shade, 

Look  straight  from  soul  to  soul : 

Or  girding  like  a  shadow,  raven-black. 

The  glory  of  a  queenlike  face : 
Or  from  a  gipsy's  laughing  eyes  tossed  back 

In  wild  and  wanton  grace  : 

Or  grey  and  reverend  on  the  brows  of  age 

Whose  tale  of  life  is  nearly  told  : 
Or,  last,  in  dreams  I  make  my  pilgrimage 

To  Bethany  of  old. 

I  see  the  feast :  the  purple  and  the  gold  : 

The  gathering  crowd  of  Pharisees, 
Whose  scornful  eyes  are  centred  to  behold 

Yon  woman  on  her  knees. 

The  stifled  sob  rings  strangely  on  mine  ears. 
Wrung  from  the  depth  of  sin's  despair  : 

And  still  she  bathes  the  sacred  feet  with  tears, 
And  wipes  them  with  her  hair. 
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He  scorned  not  then  the  simple,  loving  deed 

Of  her,  the  lowest  and  the  last ; 
Then  scorn  not  thou,  but  use  with  earnest  heed 

This  relic  of  the  past. 

The  eyes  that  loved  it  once  no  longer  wake  : 

So  lay  it  by  with  reverent  care, 
Touching  it  tenderly  for  sorrow's  sake — 

It  is  a  woman's  hair. 

Ch.  Ch.,  Oxfoed.  C.  L.  D. 
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SONNET. 


THE  poet  oft  may  sweep  his  harp's  sweet  chords, 
And  his  hand  wander  o'er  its  silver  strings, 
And  still  no  melody  may  wake ;  for  thoughts 
There  are  that  hide  their  beauty  jealously, 
E'en  like  a  flower-bud,  that,  though  Zephyr  woo, 
Sleeps  in  its  "  silken  sheath."      Yes,  there  are  thoughts 
That  move  us,  till  words  ready  seem  to  burst 
From  the  half-parted  lips,  and  yet  no  sound. 
The  secret  of  the  heart,  like  ocean's  depths, 
Por  aye  imknown,  is  hid  from  curious  eyes : 
Thus  though  the  Poet  ever  yearn  "  to  draw 
*^  The  deepest  measure  from  the  chords,"  yet  ne'er 
Shall  e'en  his  sweetest  utterance  compare 
With  the  high  thoughts  that  stir  the  inmost  soul. 

E.G. 
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A  PARAPHRASE  OF  THE  FOURTH  ODE 

OF    THE 

FIRST    BOOK    OF    HORACE. 


TTTINTER  has  departed ; 
'  ^     Swift  the  rivers  run, 
Loosed  from  icy  fetters 
By  the  radiant  sun. 


A  change  is  come  o*er  all, 
Brightly  shines  the  day, 

And  warm  o'er  verdant  pasturei 
Western  breezes  play. 

Down  to  the  beach  the  vessels 
Are  hurried  by  strong  men. 

As  if  they  yearned  to  battle 
With  the  rough  waves  again. 
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No  longer  in  the  stable 

Cower  the  shivering  kine  ; 
Bnt  a  warmth  is  o*er  the  meadows, 

That  seems  almost  divine. 

No  more  the  snow  is  spread 

Over  the  meadows  green  ; 
But  the  glad  and  smiling  visage 

Of  a  new  spring  is  seen. 

Now  Yenus  leads  her  dances 

'Neath  the  full  moon  each  night, 
And  joined  unto  the  Graces 

Are  the  nymphs  in  circles  bright. 

Now  at  Cyclopic  forges 

The  mighty  Vulcan  glows, 
And  the  lofty  sides  of  Etna 

Re-echo  with  his  blows. 

Now  we  must  crown  our  head 

With  flowers  and  myrtle  green : 
Now  must  our  sacrifice  to  Pan 

In  shady  groves  be  seen. 

But  though  'tis  spring  yet  death  is  near, 

It  will  not  be  denied ; 
And  no  one  from  its  sure  pursuit 

Can  his  frail  body  hide. 
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It  robs  alike  the  cotter's  hut, 

The  noble's  lofty  hall, 
The  regal  palaces  of  kings  ; 

Por  death  is  near  to  all. 

Sextius,  my  friend !  while  life  remains, 

Improve  its  fleeting  hours : 
Por  in  dark  Pluto's  realm  there  are 

ITo  dice,  no  shady  bowers, 

"No  wine,  no  Lycidas  to  love, 

Whom  all  the  youth  adore  : 
These  cannot  enter  Pluto's  realm, 

They  vanish  at  the  door. 

E.  R.  W. 
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*' THERE'S    MANY    A    SLIP 
TWIXT    THE    CUP    AND    THE    LIP.' 


SAYS  Mickey,  dne  day,  to  his  friend,  Paddy  Bawn, 
'*  Shitre,   it's  sorrowful,  Paddy,  you're   looking  the 
mom." 
'*  Och !  Mickey ;  it 's  sorra  bit  betther  you'd  be, 
Av  you'd  had  such  a  dhrame  as  last  night  came  to  me." 
'*  Phwat  was  it  ?"  says  Mick.  "  Shure,  I'U  tell  ye,"  says 

Pat, 
"  And,  sartain,  you'll  sorrow  with  me  afther  that. 
Well — I  dhramed  that  I  called  on  his  Howliness  the  Pope. 
'How  d'  ye  do,  Pat?'  siz  he.   '  Fust-rate,  Sire.     I  hope 
That  the  health  of  your  Howliness  is  pretty  so-so.' 
'  Thank  ye,  Pat.     Take  a  chair — but  fust  kiss  my  toe.' 
This  done,  we  sat  down,  and  the  Pope,  feelin'  frisky, 

*  Och  !*  siz  he,'  we'll  be  afther  havin'  some  whisky.' 
So  he  went  to  the  natest  small  cupboard  in  nathur', 
And  out  with  two  glasses,  and  lots  of  the  *  crathur '  I 

*  Pat,'  siz  he,  *  will  ye  rather  hot  wather  or  cowld  ?' 
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*Shure,'  siz  I,  *hot,  your  Howliness,  av  I  might  be  so 

bowld.' 
Then  not  a  word  more  did  the  owld  fellow  spake, 
But  he  went  for  the  wather,  and — Flop  ! — I  awake  ! 
It's  disthressin'  to  me  to  think  how  I  was  sowld  : 
Och !  Mickey,  boy  !  Phwy  didn't  I  take  it  cowld  ?" 

Jesus  College,  Oxon.  Rigdum  Funnidos. 
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MELANCHOLETTA. 


WITH  saddest  music  all  day  long 
She  soothed  her  secret  sorrow : 
At  night  she  sighed  "  I  fear  'twas  wrong 

"  Such  cheerful  words  to  borrow ; 
'*  Dearest,  a  sweeter,  sadder  song 
"  I  '11  sing  to  thee  to-morrow." 

I  thanked  her,  but  I  could  not  say- 
That  I  was  glad  to  hear  it ; 

I  left  the  house  at  break  of  day. 
And  did  not  venture  near  it 

Till  time,  I  hoped,  had  worn  away 
Her  grief,  for  nought  could  cheer  it. 

My  dismal  sister !     Couldst  thou  know 
The  wretched  home  thou  keepest ! 

Thy  brother,  drowned  in  daily  woe. 
Is  thankful  when  thou  sleepest ; 

For  if  I  laugh,  however  low. 

When  thou  'rt  awake,  thou  weepest  I 
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I  took  my  sipter,  t'other  day 
(Excuse  the  slang  expression), 

To  Sadler's  Wells,  to  see  the  play. 
In  hopes  the  new  impression 

Might,  in  her  thoughts,  from  grave  to  gay 
Effect  some  slight  digression. 

I  asked  three  friends  of  mine,  from  town, 

To  join  us  in  our  foUy, 
Thinking  their  mirth  might  serve  to  drown 

My  sister's  melancholy : 
The  lively  Jones,  the  sportive  Brown, 

And  Kobinson  the  jolly. 

The  maid  announced  the  meal  in  tones 
Which  I  myself  had  taught  her. 

Meant  to  allay  my  sister's  moans, 
Like  oil  on  troubled  water ; 

I  rushed  to  Jones,  the  lively  Jones, 
And  begged  him  to  escort  her. 

**  If  I  be  he  so  honoured," 
Cried  Jones,  in  accents  cheerful, 

**  Allow  me,  Miss !" — She  raised  her  head, 
All  woe-begone  and  tearful — 

"  If  I  be  he"—'*  Boo-hoo ! "  she  said : 
Matters  were  growing  fearful ! 
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I  urged,  '*  You're  wasting  time,  you  know ; 

Delay  will  spoil  the  venison." 
'*  My  heart  is  wasted  with  my  woe ! 

There  is *  I  stood  in  Venice,  on 

The  Bridge  of  Sighs ! '  "  she  muttered  low 

From  Byron  and  from  Tennyson. 

I  need  not  tell  of  soup  and  fish 

In  solemn  sUence  swallowed. 
The  sobs  that  ushered  in  each  dish, 

And  its  departure  followed. 
Nor  yet  my  suicidal  wish 

To  he  the  cheese  I  hollowed. 

Some  desperate  attempts  were  made 

To  start  a  conversation ; 
**  Pray,  Miss,'*  the  lively  Jones  essayed, 

**  Which  kind  of  recreation, 
Hunting  or  fishing,  have  you  made 

Your  special  occupation  ?" 

Her  lips  curved  downward  instantiy, 

As  if  of  India-rubber, 
'*  Hounds  infuU  cry,  I  like,''  said  she, 

(Oh  how  I  longed  to  snub  her !) 
"  Of  fish,  a  whale  's  the  one  for  me, 

It  t8  80  full  of  blubber  /* ' 
VOL.  ni.  Q 
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The  night's  performance  was  "  King  John  :* 
'*  It 's  dull/'  she  wept,  "  and  so  so  l'* 

Awhile  I  let  her  tears  flow  on, 

She  said  "  They  soothed  her  woe  so !" 

At  length  the  curtain  rose  upon 
"  Bomhastes  Furioso.'^ 

In  vain  I  roared :  in  vain  I  tried 

To  rouse  her  into  laughter : 
Her  pensive  glances  wandered  wide 

From  orchestra  to  rafter^ — 
"  Tier  upon  tier  /"  ^ae  said,  and  sighed. 

And  silence  followed  after. 

That  very  hour  I  laid  a  plan. 

In  utter  desperation, 
And  felt  myself  another  man 

By  fond  anticipation ; 
And,  ere  the  morrow  mom  began> 

Had  reached  the  railway  station. 

Since  then,  though  I  can  scarce  afford 

(I  took  so  little  money) 
To  pay  for  lodgings  or  for  board. 

For  butter  or  for  honey, 
My  spirits  are  so  far  restored, 

Sometimes  I  'm  almost  funny. 
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I  live  by  hook,  or  else  by  crook : 

I  lodge  at  present  up  a 
Two -story  back :  my  favourite  book 

Is  Martin  Farquhar  Tupper : 
My  landlady,  a  famous  cook, 

Fries  bacon  for  my  supper. 

But  if  my  supper  is  not  light — 

A  pardonable  blunder 
In  one  whose  youthful  appetite 

Can  no  way  be  kept  nnder — 
Why,  then  she  comes  in  dreams  at  night, 

A  sight  of  fear  and  wonder ! 

But  yesterday  I  tried  a  slice 

Of  melon,  and  I  eat  a 
Lai^e  quantity,  it  proved  so  nice — 

That  night  in  dreams  I  met  her ! 
Green  as  a  melon,  cold  as  ice — 

"  Dearest !"  she  moaned,  "  art  better? 
Thy  melon  I — will  that  suffice  ? 

Or  must  I  add choletta?" 

Ch.  Ch.  B.  B. 


VOI^    UK  «  2 
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CHORUS:  SOPHOCLES*  '* ANTIGONE."— 944-87. 
^ErXa  fcac  Aavaac  ovpaviov  ^wg. 


11/ HEN  DaDae  pined  concealed  in  brass-bound  cell, 
*  *     She  strove  to  bid  celestial  light  farewell; 
Whilst  in  sepulchral  cave  she  lay  confined, 
At  Heaven's  high  will  her  freedom  she  resigned. 
Yet  honoured,  0  my  daughter,  in  that  pain 
Received  the  seed  of  Zeus  in  golden  rain. 
But  Fate  preserves  a  certain  direful  power 
From  which  nor  rain  nor  Ares'  might,  nor  tower, 
Nor  sharp-prowed  ships  that  lash  the  foaming  sea 
With  black-stained  keels,  can  ever  safely  flee ; 
And  Dryas*  son,  Edonia's  mighty  lord. 
Fast-bound  to  rock  at  Dionysus'  word, 
Then  sadly  plucked  dire  madness*  bitter  flower 
And  learned  too  late  to  dread  great  Bacchus'  power 
He  planned  to  stop  the  Thyiad's  heavenly  choir ; 
Nay,  impious  !  tried  to  quench  celestial  fire. 
Hfe  galled  (presumptuous  man  ! )  with  biting  tongue 
The  Gk>d-bom  Muses,  lovers  of  the  song. 
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By  the  Cyanean  deeps  of  double  sea 
Lie  shores  of  Bosphorus  resounding  free. 
There  Thracian  Sahnydessus  proudly  swells, 
And  near  the  city  warlike  Ares  dwells ; 
Who  saw  Idaia  (cruel  dame  ! )  bestow 
Blindly  on  Phineus'  sons,  the  deadly  blow, 
While  in  the  wretched  circles  of  their  eyes 
With  bloody  hands  she  oft  her  shuttle  dyes. 
They  wretched  pine  away  and  weep  too  late, 
With  bitter  tears,  their  mother's  better  fate. 
She,  owning  great  Erechtheus*  ancient  blood, 
Was  reared  in  caves,  remote  from  man's  abode. 
And  Boreas  dwelt  familiar  with  the  blast 
Swift  footed  nymph !  (the  steed  was  not  so  fast) 
Child  of  the  gods,  the  lofty  hills  she  scaled, 
But  e'en  o'er  her  eternal  Fates  prevailed. 

A.  H,  B. 
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A  S0N1!?ET. 


^^  TS  there  no  hope  beyond  the  lonely  tomb  r" 
■*-  With  fainting  heart  a  dying  pilgrim  cried ; 
When  Faith  reviving  thus  to  him  replied : — 
**  Yes,  there  is  hope :  though  in  this  vale  of  gloom 
Blind  man  untaught  must  fail  to  read  his  doom, 
For  mortal  vision  never  hath  descried 
The  heavenly  shore ;  yet  faith  divine  hath  tried 
The  venturous  height,  whence  lands  celestial  loom." 
The  pilgrim  heard,  and  cried  with  panting  heart : — 
"  I  see  yon  spreading  fields,  yon  happy  realms ; 
I  hear  sweet  angels  chant  their  songs  of  love 
Ee-echoed  through  the  heavens  by  all  the  blest — 
Such  sight  of  bliss  with  joy  my  heart  overwhelms  : 
0  grant  me  angels'  wings  to  soar  above !" 
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TRINITY  CLOISTERS. 


WTTRN  the  moon  rides  high  in  glory,  and  the  night  is 
hashed  and  still, 
'Mid  the  pillars  as  I  wander,  changing  thoughts  mymemory 

mi: 


Thoughts  of  those  who  there  before  me  paced  the  echoing 

cloister  stone ; 
Wond'ring  thoughts  of  those  to  foUow  when  my  steps  have 

passed  and  gone. 

Not  alone  I  seem  to  wander — figures  ever  haunt  the  place  : 
Newton,  with  the  light  of  science  beaming  in  his  haggard 
face; 

Then  the  sage,  whom  most  I  worship — he,  of  intellect 

supreme, 
Stalks  beside  me,  all  enshrouded  in  some  philosophic  dream. 
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,     After  him  the  dry  old  lawyer,  who  was  aye  his  bitterest  foe ; 
Even  now  he  scowls  upon  him  hate  that  only  rivals  know. 

Donne,  composing  graceful  stanzas,  set  in  some  fantastic 

strain ; 
Herbert,  wrapt  in  holy  thought,  and  Dryden,  pass  and  pass 

again. 

Then  a  laugh  that  echoes  strangely,  tossed  from  pillar  back 

to  wall, 
And  a  noisy  group  rush  gaily  through  the  screens  and  past 

the  haU. 

And  amid  them  flashing,  jeering,  brilliant,  bitter,  wild  with 

spleen, 
Byron — venting  all  his  anger  on  some  Mgid  senior  Dean. 

Sneering  at  some  would-be  Tully  who  had  dared  to  raise 

his  eyes 
To  the  most  audacious  limit  of  a  ^*  Declamation  Prize  !" 

Then  in  some  dark  comer  brooding  stands  in  silent  reverie 
Forson,  meditating  canons  on  the  use  of  oh  and  /ij). 

And  again  —for  thoughts,  defying  all  the  bounds  of  misty 

years. 
Crowd  more  thickly  on  my  spirit,  and  my  eyes  are  moist 

with  tears — 
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There  I  see  him  stand — the  Princely — who  shall  never  more 

be  seen 
In  the  cloisters  of  our  college,  or  the  palace  of  our  Queen. 

Loved  by  all  who  knew  him  living,  lost  to  all  who  mourn 

him  dead: 
She  bewails  a  parted  Consort ;  we  lament  a  noble  Head. 

Rest  his  dust !     But  what  fair  spirit  would  my  lighter  fan- 
cies move  ? 
Ah !  't  is  true,  that  poet's  adage,  "  Pity  is  akin  to  love." 

All  my  "  ancients"  melt  before  it,  unsubstantial  shades  of 

men 
Melt  into  the  cold  mist,  creeping  slowly  to  me  from  the  fen. 

And  my  own,  my  loved  one's  image  brightens,  brightens  in 

my  view. 
And  I  trace  the  moments  backward  to  the  hour  we  kissed 

"Adieu!" 


Then  I  hurry  to  my  chamber,  nerved  and  strong  for  manly 
toil, 

Sowing  in  the  fields  of  labour  hope  to  reap  love's  harvest- 
spoil. 
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Thus  the  hours  pass  into  morning,  till  from  Mary^s  belfty 

height 
Sounds,  amid  the  cloister  pillars,  a  most  musical  Good  night. 

Trinity  Coll.,  Cambridge.  A.  M' 
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INCONSTANCY. 


5rpW  AS  on  the  evening  of  a  day 

-*-     Which  I  in  love  had  dreamt  away, 
Th/it  fancy  led  me  near  a  stream 
To  which,  the  dusky  leaves  between, 
A  single  moonbeam  here  and  there 
Seemed  an  inconstant  love  to  swear. 
And,  as  I  gazed,  I  wondered  why 
Such  brilliant  gems  desert  their  sky, 
To  linger  for  one  moment  where 
Too  soon  is  felt  such  blank  despair 
As  found  an  echo  in  my  sighs. 
When,  Maude !  thou  didst  withdraw  thine  eyes, 
Whose  beaming  love  hath  traced  in  gold 
One  short-lived  hour  of  joys  untold. 

Exeter  Coll.  F.  E.  L. 
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TO  ELLEN, 


A    VALENTINE. 


TN  the  spring  the  merry  birds 

-■-     Trill  their  loves  from  tree  to  tree ; 

0  mine  Ellen,  hear  my  words  : 
I  would  live  and  die  for  thee. 

Sweeter  than  a  silver  bell 

Ring  the  changes  of  thy  name  : 

Ellen,  Nellie,  EUie,  Nell ; 
But  the  maiden  is  the  same. 

1  would  love,  and  live  for  thee, 
I  will  love  thee,  till  I  die ; 

Waft  a  kindly  thought  to  me 
As  the  spring-tide  flutters  by. 


Ty'r  Ywen. 
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THE    BATTLE    OF    LIFE. 

C\  ATHER'D  upon  an  unfamiliar  spot, 

^      Gazing  in  gloom  upon  the  dying  sun, 

"We  took  a  respite  from  the  roaring  world. 

Our  dear  old  years  of  usefulness  were  fled, 

And  boyhood,  shuddering,  into  manhood  passed, 

flad  left  our  young  hearts  listless,  dull,  and  chill. 

To  iced  Ambition's  smile  and  blinding  stare. 

Hard  by,  the  wanton  Pleasure  pressed  her  cup 

Upon  us  ;  half  delirious  with  a  thirst, 

"We  long'd,  like  dust-chok'd  flowers  in  June,  to  quench, 

"With  draughts  of  joyance,  youth's  light  innocence 

And  all  the  happy  passions  of  the  boy. 

But  though  she  pressed  us  as  distraught  with  thirst, 

"We  were  too  moody  for  the  subtle  fiend, 

And  shrank  to  see  the  adders  of  Eemorse 

And  Madness  wriggling  up  the  chalice  stem 

Without,  and,  'neath  the  surface-sparkling  wine, 

Despair,  like  poison,  dulling  all  within. 

And  so  we  would  not  drink,  but  drove  her  off; 

And,  turning  languid  to  each  other,  cried : — 

"  So  Love,  that  throbb*d  wild  life  through  our  young  veins. 

As  flames  will  leave  the  log-fire  in  the  wood 

To  smoulder  out  beneath  the  dripping  rain, 

Hath  left  our  pulse  to  flutter  till  it  cease  : 
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Our  ashes  will  be  long  in  getting  cold, — 

Why  die  we  not  at  once  ?"     Then  some  one  said, 

Lo,  I  will  sing  the  dying  warrior's  song, 

That,  lorn-left  on  the  battlefield  of  Life, 

Did  yield  the  ghost  beneath  the  Morning  Star." 

And  with  a  low  sonorous  voice  he  sang : — 

I  fought  upon  the  battlefield  of  Life, 

But  I  fidled ; 
My  heart  was  pierced  with  the  spear  of  strife, 

And  my  spirit  quailed. 
The  proud  came  sweeping  by, 
Triumphant  in  their  victory ; 
Their  horses'  hoofs  were  on  my  shattered  breast, 
But  all  unhaiPd 
They  let  me  lie 
Beneath  the  sky  alone, 
Strange  corpses  round  me  strown. 
With  inner  agony  possessed 
^    Inaudibly  I  wail'd. 
As  I  shrank  aghast  from  the  fixed  stare 
Of  trunkless  heads,  and  the  hideous  glare 
Of  the  light  upon  the  armless  hands. 
And  the  broken  Hmbs  that  lay  around 
Steep'd  in  the  gore  of  the  reeking  ground. 
And  the  silent  armour's  gleams. 

Slow  crept  the  day  ; 
The  breezes  hung  upon  the  lands, 
And  quiver' d  as  in  dreams. 
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Overcome  with  pain,  I  swooned  away. 
As  I  awoke,  the  great  red  sun  went  down  ; 
His  glory  trail'd  along  from  hill  to  hill, 
'Mid  the  dim  lands,  until  far  off  it  died. 

And  all  was  still. 
Then  night  clos*d  on  the  twilight,  like  the  frown 
Of  gather'd  years  upon  a  vanished  joy. 
Then  came  the  clash  of  cymbal,  harp,  and  horn, 
Triumphant  on  the  breezes  borne 

Across  the  battlefield. 
1  waited  the  coming  of  Death  alone : 

I  raised  me  on  my  shield, 
And  tum'd  to  the  forms  that  round  me  lay, 
The  thoughtless  heads  and  clods  of  clay, 
Half  seen  in  the  dusk  beneath  the  sky — 
They  were  all  life  at  the  dawn  of  day ! 
A  noiseless  tear  stood  in  mine  eye  : 
I  gazed  into  the  silent  ni^t, 
Where  isle  on  isle  of  living  light 
Peer'd  through  the  boundless  blue ; 
And,  quivering  o'er  the  sunken  sun. 

Beheld  the  Morning  Star. 
Whereat  an  inner  impulse  thrill' d  me  through, 
A  quenchless  thirst  within  me  grew. 

That  I  could  not  allay ; 
I  burst  into  a  bitter  cry  : — 

*  0  God,  that  I  might  die  I' 
And  pass'd  away." 
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He  sang,  and  we  the  last  lines  with  him  sang, 

And  at  the  close,  repeating,  sang  again 

In  whispered  chorus,  while  the  noiseless  moon 

Dipped  down  into  the  sunset-flush  below. 

Then,  all  at  once,  with  passion  struck,  we  cried : — 

**  The  warrior  fought  the  battle  to  the  end, 

And  perished,  propped  upon  a  broken  shield, 

With  eyes  love-feasting  on  the  Morning  Star. 

So  we  will  fight  it  out  unto  the  end ; 

Drive  forth  the  wanton  Pleasure  to  the  wild ; 

Be  loyal  friends  unto  our  veriest  foes, 

And  take  them  by  the  right-hand,  though  the  left 

Swing  round  a  hidden  dagger  on  our  brow. 

We  will  be  true  men  to  our  liege  lord.  Love ; 

Bear  forth  his  banner  through  a  heartless  world 

That  knows  him  not,  triumphant  o'er  men's  scorn, 

And  flaunt  it  in  their  faces  till  we  die ; 

For  this  is  but  the  purpose  of  a  man  : 

To  fling  free-handed  to  a  famish' d  world 

The  seeds  of  Love  he  gather' d  while  a  boy  j 

And  live,  self- vanquish' d,  in  his  neighbour's  life, 

Of  joy  or  sorrow,  till  he  meet  with  Death. 

So  we  will  live,  staunch  warriors  to  the  end. 

Until,  hard- wounded  on  the  field  of  Life, 

Propp'd  up,  half-fainting,  on  a  broken  shield. 

We  perish,  gazing  on  the  Morning  Star  I" 

Gwentland. 

St.  John's  Coll.,  Oxford.  Arthur  Towqood. 
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THE  SECRET. 


TTOW  would  I  sing  thee,  sweet  love  of  mine 
-■-*•     "With  silver  voice,  and  a  harp  of  gold ; 
If  a  breath  of  the  music  and  song  divine 

Were  wafted  to  me  from  the  men  of  old. 
For  my  heart  it  is  bursting  with  love  of  thee, 

"With  love  of  thee  that  can  never  be  told : 
Iiet  it  beat,  let  it  bound  with  the  love  of  thee, 

But  it  cannot  be  told,  it  cannot  be  told. 

And  this  is  the  secret  so  sweetly  hid 

In  the  passionate  hearts  of  the  blushing  roses ; 
And  this  is  the  secret  the  petal-lid 

Of  the  ringing  hyacinth-bell  encloses. 
And  the  eglemtine  opens  a  yearning  heart 

To  the  sweet  spring  wind  on  the  lonely  wold ; 
But  it  dies,  ere  its  wordless  tale  it  impart. 

For  it  cannot  be  told,  it  cannot  be  told. 
VOL.  ni.  H 
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And  this  is  the  secret  that  music  longs 

To  tell,  in  its  rain  of  ineffable  words ; 
Yes,  this  is  the  secret  that  moans  in  its  songs. 

And  sobs  and  shivers  to  resonant  chords. 
For  the  strings  they  may  strive  to  teU  the  tale 

In  melody  plaintive,  and  wild,  and  bold ; 
They  may  throb  like  an  angel's  heart,  but  they  fail. 

For  it  cannot  be  told,  it  cannot  be  told. 

And  this  is  the  secret  the  white  moon  knows  : 

Pale  she  is  with  some  love  divine ; 
But  her  heart  is  as  red  as  the  red,  red  rose, 

And  drunk  with  exotic,  etherial  wine. 
And  the  beating  stars  of  the  azure  air 

(How  can  we,  how  can  we  deem  them  cold  ?) 
Beat  but  celestial  love  to  declare. 

But  it  cannot  be  told,  it  cannot  be  told. 

And  it  cannot  be  told,  0  maiden,  maiden — 

This  infinite,  anguishing  love  of  mine ; 
For  the  casket,  my  heart,  it  is  laden,  is  laden 

With  the  jewel  it  opens  and  dies  to  enshrine ; 
My  heart  it  is  bursting  with  love  of  thee. 

With  the  jewel  it  opens  and  dies  to  enfold ; 
My  heart  it  is  breaking  with  love  of  thee. 

Too  great  to  be  told,  too  great  to  be  told. 

Ty'r  Ywen. 
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IT  IS  THE  TIME  FOR  HOLIEST  PEAYEE. 


FT  is  the  time  for  holiest  prayer  and  psalm, 

L    When  the  night  breeze  wakes  to  low  melodies 

The  summer's  whispering  leaves 

In  arehed  wood  bowers  dim. 


When,  gently  stealing  through  the  roof  that  throbs 
And  quivers  to  the  sound  in  harmony. 

The  moonbeams  fi:etwork  weave 

Of  wierd  and  doubtfiil  light. 

For  then  the  spirit's  upward  winging  voice 
Joins  the  sweet  chorus  of  the  starry  quire, 

Whose  silver  lamps  are  lit 

Upon  the  dark  blue  roof 

Of  that  high  fane  where  Nature  worships  aye, 
When  the  mom  glimmers  on  the  smiling  sea. 
When  bums  the  noontide  sun, 
And  through  night's  solemn  hours. 

VOL.  HI.  H  2 
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And  H  is  a  time  for  lofty  anthems  clear, 
When  the  blasts  bend  the  giants  of  the  wood, 

And  o'er  the  gloomy  sky 

The  clouds  are  roving  wild. 

When  inland  'mid  the  pine  grove's  lofty  shrine 
Sound  hymns  like  voice  of  the  deep-murmuring  waves, 

Nature's  cathedral  chant 

In  awful  monotone. 

When,  'stead  of  placid  stars,  the  livid  flash 

Of  Heaven's  bright  sword  drawn  from  its  cloudy  sheath. 

And  the  loud  thunder's  voice 

Drowning  the  spheric  chant, 

Blinds  the  weak  eyes  and  frights  the  deafened  ears ; 
When  moonlit  ripples  no  more  lave  the  shore. 

But  o'er  the  glimmering  cliffs 

Fast  flies  the  stormy  spray. 

For  though  each  hour  of  every  day  be  holy, 

Though  aye  should  rise  our  constant  praise  on  high, 

Yet  the  night's  solemn  spell 

Will  wake  the  holiest  song. 

C.  E. 
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K  E  S  T. 


**  Seeking  rest  and  finding  none." 

T  IKE  a  mist  of  pestilence 
-"  Rolls  up  a  ceaseless  cry, 
Rolls  up  to  the  gates  of  God 

From  a  lost  humanity : 
Sometimes  with  a  passionate  shriek, 

Sometimes  with  a  heaving  sigh. 

"  Rest  we  ask  evermore, 

And  there  cometh  answer  none ; 
Will  never  the  hopeless  day, 
The  rayless  night  he  done  ? 
Rest  from  the  cold  of  the  cruel  world, 
From  our  own  soul's  huming  sun ! 
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"  Yea,  the  world  is  all  dreary  and  chill. 
And  the  same  from  pole  to  pole : 

We  hate  the  glare  of  the  day, 
The  night- worlds  as  they  roll 

Look  down  with  the  eyes  of  fiends, 
With  a  power  to  reach  the  soul. 

<*  The  fire  of  impassioned  woe, 
The  heat  of  a  dull  despair. 

Scorn  of  others  and  scorn  of  ourselves^ 
The  breath  of  a  poisoned  air : 

Is  there  remission  from  these  ? 
Is  there  a  Rest,  and  where  ? 

"  Pleasures  of  life !     What  are  they  ? 
Dead  ashes  upon  the  lips ! 
And  Hopes  ?    The  deluding  draught 

That  the  craving  spirit  sips  ! 

The  mirage  of  the  desert  of  Earth 

While  Heaven  is  in  eclipse. 

<*  Thus,  thus  we  live  on  our  life, 

Nothing  but  foUy  and  woe — 

What  is  there  beyond  and  above  ? 

And  what  beyond  and  below  ? 

Is  it  worse  thus  dying  or  dead  ? 

Is  it  worse  to  stay  or  to  go  ? 
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*'  We  would  die  if  we  knew  the  land 

That  the  spirit  entereth 
When  the  grave  hath  covered  the  hearty 

Frozen  the  stream  of  breath  : 
Weary. and  careless  of  life 

We  cower,  and  tremble  at  death. 

**  We  have  heard  of  Blissful  isles, 

No  tears,  no  toil,  no  strife ; 
The  Hp  of  a  baseless  dream. 

Despair's  last  grasp  at  life ; 
The  vain  fond  hope  of  the  doomed 

Beneath  the  upraised  knife ! 

*^  Rest,  Best!  it  is  evermore. 

And  there  cometh  answer  none — 

Will  never  the  hopeless  day 
And  the  rayless  night  be  done  ? 

Best,  rest  from  the  bitter  cold. 
Best  from  the  burning  sun !" 

II. 

"  There  remaineth  therefore  a  rest  for  the  people  of  God.'" 

Like  the  sweet  triumphant  swell 

Of  praise  from  a  holy  choir — 
Like  the  rolling  music  struck 

From  angel  harps  of  fire— 
Another  strain  I  can  hear 

To  the  gates  of  God  aspire. 
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"  Rest,  rest !  it  is  evermore, 

But  a  happier  cadence  now — 
Rest,  rest !     0  Father  in  Heaven, 

To  whom  archangels  bow, 
And  veil — so  high  by  thy  throne, 
And  we  on  earth  so  low. — 

"  Yet  we,  so  lowly  and  frail, 

Stamped  with  the  stain  of  sin, 

Dare,  for  the  love  thou  gavest, 
Beseech  to  enter  in; 

Rest,  rest,  the  rest  eternal. 
The  rest  of  heaven  to  win ! 

**  We  might  dread  for  that  stain  of  sin, 
So  dark,  so  deep,  so  wide ; 

The  fiend  has  his  whispers  of  doubt, 
Still  lying  as  he  lied : 

But  worthless,  lost  of  ourselves. 
We  live  by  Him  that  died ! 

"  Bright  be  our  hopes  as  the  beams 
In  yon  ethereal  span ! 
Look  up,  lost  man  !  to  Heaven, 

Heaven  looketh  down  to  man : 
The  stars  are  gazing  on  us 
With  blessing,  not  with  ban. 
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*'  0  we  see  with  the  spirit* s  eye 
The  heavenly  holy  land ! 

Where  He  with  the  riven  side, 
He  with  the  pierced  hand, 

The  Saviour,  mighty  in  love, 
Welcomes  his  saved  band ! 

"  Soon  the  angels'  songs  will  sound, 
Cometh  the  dawning  beam ! 

The  dark  and  the  cloudy  day 
Will  soon  be  gone  as  a  dream, 

The  mountains  of  promise  appear 
By  the  crystalline  stream. 

**  Joy  !  for  our  rest  at  hand, 

Joy  !  for  the  end  of  fears : 

Joy !  for  the  end  of  weeping, 

The  death  of  sinful  years ; 

The  plains  of  Heaven  are  open. 

The  music  fills  our  ears ! 

*'  Home !  *mid  the  great  Immortals, 
The  armies  of  the  blest ! 
Crowned  with  the  stars  of  morning, 

In  God's  white  glory  drest; 
Where  never  aught  assaileth 
The  weary  at  their  Rest!" 
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CHRISTMAS    DAY. 


**  Glory  to  Grod  in  the  highest,  peace  on  earth,  good  will 
towards  men." 


REJOICE  on  the  festal  day ! 
Eejoice  for  the  Saviour's  birth ! 
With  the  heartfelt  song  of  a  grateful  tongue, 

Yet  not  with  unseemly  mirth ; 
With  welcome  kind,  and  buried  wrongs, 
Rejoice  throughout  the  earth. 

Rejoice!  Rejoice! 

Rejoice,  thou  sceptred  king ! 

For  a  greater  than  thou  in  heayen 
For  thee  to  fill,  for  good  or  ill. 

An  earthly  throne  has  given ; 
And  'gainst  thy  foes,  without  His  aid. 

In  vaiix  would'st  thou  have  striven. 
Rejoice!  Rejoice! 
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Hejoice,  thou  humble  serf ! 

For  poorer  by  far  was  He  : 
A  manger  his  bed,  He  was  bom  and  bred 

With  parents  of  low  degree ; 
And  fishermen,  meanly  clad,  He  chose 

His  ministers  to  be. 

Rejoice!  Rejoice! 

Rejoice,  thou  sorrowing  heart ! 

Cast  off  thy  fell  despair ; 
From  heaven  He  came,  in  mortal  &ame 

Thy  bitter  woes  to  share, 
Whose  least  was  as  the  greatest  pang 

Of  all  thou  hast  to  bear. 

Rejoice!  Rejoice! 

Rejoice,  ye  sick  and  maimed ! 

Though  your  anguish  is  at  its  height ; 
Remember  how  He  made  the  blind  to  see, 

The  lame  to  walk  aright, 
The  dumb  to  speak,  and  e'en  the  dead 

Restored  to  life  and  light. 

Rejoice!  Rejoice! 

Rejoice,  then,  all  mankind! 

With  kindly  hearts,  and  true, 
Praise  Christ  the  Lord,  who  did  afford 

This  day  such  grace  to  you. 
By  the  thought  of  such  mercies  manifold. 

Your  former  lives  renew. 

Rejoice!  Rejoice! 
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Rejoice,  then,  all  the  world  ! 

Join  all  the  glorious  cry, 
As  when  their  song  the  heavenly  throng 

Outpoured  throughout  the  sky  ; 
**  Good- will  toward  men,  and  peace  on  earth 

To  all  eternity !" 

Rejoice !  Rejoice ! 

Oriel  Coll.  W.  H.  C.  N. 
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THE  FEESHMAN'S  DEEAM. 


'rp  WAS  midnight,  and  Smalls  were  now  over,  and  I 

-^     Eolled  restless  my  head  on  my  pillow ; 
For  classical  laurels  (that  eY&rgreen  fry) 
Like  Tantalus'  pippins,  did  far  from  me  fly, 
And  left  me  but  cypress  and  willow  ! 

**  Then  I  saw  in  my  dream,"  as  John  Bunyan  remarks 

(That  pink  of  CromweUian  decorum), 
A  mighty  assembly  of  grave-visaged  clerks. 
In  spectacles,  chokers,  and  white  woollen  sarks, 

With  long  beards  and  long  parchments  before  'em. 

They  argued  and  wrangled,  this  grave-visaged  hosty 

Like  a  church  choir  of  ravens  a-rowing ; 
And  each  in  his  turn  made  his  brag  and  his  boast 
That  his  was  the  meed  for  excelling  the  most 
In  the  world-renowned  science  of  ploughing. 
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First  rose  a  tall  form,  with  imperial  brow 

(I  had  ne'er  seen  a  vaster  or  massier), 
There  lines  of  deep  thought  were  engraven,  below 
His  eye-balls  shone  out  with  a  fixed,  chilling  glow, 
Like  the  light  of  the  moon  on  a  glacier. 

Slow  spoke  he— his  voice,  deep  and  measured  in  tone, 

Sank  into  the  ear  like  a  hammer : — 
'*  Spite  of  cribs  and  of  notes,  I  shall  still  be  unknown. 
Thus  bulwarked  by  ramparts  far  stronger  than  stone. 

Of  pathless  translation  and  grammar. 

'*  I  laugh  when  I  think  how  the  Germanized  throng 
(Assistance,  be  sure,  I  give  them  none) 
Spin  dull  explanations,  as  misty  and  long^ 
As  the  opening  chorus  recited  sing-song 
By  the  scouts  in  my  own  Agamemnon. 

"  But  now  my  gay  readers,  these  twistings  and  crooks 

Too  tough  for  their  scholarship  finding. 
Desist  from  the  task  with  dissatisfied  looks. 
And,  like  my  Prometheus,  in  reading  their  books. 
Can  never  get  over  the  hinddng  ! 

"  To  me  then  the  meed !     For  while  ^sghtlus  reigns 

'  Testamurs'  are  but  a  phantasma  ; 
And  still  shall  the  Schools,  o'er  these  '  Aoyir-eoachmg^ 

trains. 
Re-echo  unnumbered  disconsolate  strains, 
But  no  avifpidfwv  yiXaoyia." 
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He  ceased ;  and  a  youth  with  a  soft  silver  tongue 
Eose  next  him — ^like  him  there  were  few  there, 
On  his  features  such  heauty  and  gentleness  hung, 
He  seemed  like  Melancthon,  the  fair  and  the  young, 
By  the  side  of  the  labour-wom  Luther. 

"  Your  pardon,  great  sir,  if  your  feelings  I  vex ; 

Of  your  laurels  I  wish  not  to  prig  any ; 
But  it  strikes  me  that  many  whom  you  don't  perplex. 
Stick  fast  in  the  chorus  of  (Edipus  Kex, 
Or  the  funeral  hymn  of  Antigone. 

**  Besides,  you  forget,  I*m  as  badly  off  quite 

As  a  freshman  without  any  cox'n : 
Much  ploughing  is  fairly  put  out  of  my  sight, 
Since  that  fool  of  an  Ajax,  out  larking  at  night. 
Has  just  been  and  killed  all  my  oxen !" 

"  Hold  hard  !'*  quoth  a  third,  with  a  pale  vacant  face, 

And  a  voice  with  a  sprinkle  of  gall  in  it ; 
For  when  on  my  page  their  attention  they  place 
To  find  out  my  meaning,  it  brings  but  disgrace, 
Because  there  's  no  meaning  at  all  in  it. 

'^  Who  runs  through  my  works,  be  he  strong  as  'Man 
Friday,' 
Or  swift  as  the  courier  Phidippides, 
He  'U  fail,  though  his  running  were  ever  so  tidy ; 
Let  hini  tackle  the  Troades,  try  Heraclidee, 
And  then  dare  to  laugh  at  Euripides  ! 
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'^  But  who  makes  me  out,  may  Vice-Chancellor  Minos 

Consign  him  to  far  Otaheite  ! 
I  feel  quite  as  proud  now  of  each  silly  Une,  as 
In  old  days  of  *  EupoUs  atque  Cratinus 
'  Aristophanesque  poetee.* " 

Then  up  rose  a  scholar,  with  long; flowing  hair 

TJnmarred  by  pomatum  and  brushes ; 
He  smoothed  down  his  robe  with  a  Provost-like  air, 
And  settled  his  chaplet,  of  garden-flowers  rare, 

Inwoven  with  Mantuan  rushes. 

**  Come,  come !"  he  began,  in«a  musical  voice, 

"  My  masters  of  Bacchic  and  Orgic, 
You  We  given  to  ploughing  (then  wherefore  rejoice  ?) 
But  a  line  here  and  there  (aye,  and  they  not  too  choice), 
While  with  me  it  has  got  a  whole  Georgic. 

"  If  you  look  here,  you  '11  see  (for  my  ink  never  fades). 

Written  *  voce  testatur  per  umbras ' — 
Which  means — *  a  testamur  in  classical  shades 
Is  by  mp  *  vivd  voce '  kept  off  from  those  blades 
Whose  dulness  would  otherwise  cumber  us.'  " 

Up  jumped  a  tall  flgure,  as  stiff  as  the  dead, 

Who  seemed  full  well  practised  to  wrangle ; 
So  hastily  he  to  his  argument  sped, 
That  slap  through  a  circle  he'bundled  his  head, 
And  knocked  down  a  vertical  angle. 
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"  Why,  why,''  he  exclaimed,  "  do  ye  square  at  each  other, 

Eight  rounds,  and  produce  all  these  rumpusses  ? 
Ye  angles  ohtuse,  pray  have  done  with  your  pother, 
You  can 't  prove  the  thing  either  one  way  or  t'other, 
Although  it 's  as  plain  as  my  compasses ! 

**  For  axioms  are  mine  to  which  Antony's  fight 

"Was  an  easily-solved  proposition ; 
And  problems  that  seem,  problematical  quite. 
And  postulates  expostulation  that  hlight. 

And  cndefinite  definition. 

**  Corollaries  worse  than  Sabrina's  I  own. 

And  Scholia  more  old  than  a  fossil  is ; 
And  last  and  not  least  (worth  a  host  e'en  alone), 
That  Eubicon  *  bridge '  to  Oxonians  well  known, 

That  pair  of  tight  trousers — isosceles ! 

**  One  only  successor  I  've  had  on  the  earth. 

Who  hath  puzzled  and  tortured  all  men  so— 
A  swell  in  the  Church  (pay  the  due  to  his  worth!) 
Presiding  just  now  o'er  a  small  spot  of  earth 
Out  at  Natal — they  call  him  Colenso." 

A  giant- like  shade,  as  he  spake,  through  the  throng 

Stalked  in,  and  looked  round  on  them  all ; 
like  a  woman  it  seemed — but  with  hair  grey  and  long, 
A  gown  black  as  midnight,  a  voice  like  a  gong, 
A  coal-scuttle  bonnet,  and  shawl. 

VOL.  III.  I 
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"  Be  silent,"  she  cried,  **  with  your  jangling  and  row, 

Peace,  peace  !  every  over-bold  prater ; 
Do  homage  with  awe,  as  ye  gaze  on  this  brow. 
To  her  who  alone  finds  you  sustenance  now, — 

The  plougher-in-chief,  Aima.  Matee  ! 

"  I  tell  ye,  my  system  hath  one  wonder  more 
Than  Athens  or  Eome  could  e'er  cram  in  hers ; 

All  ploughing  utensils  in  classical  lore 

Are  nought  to  the  patent  I  ever  adore — 
The  faces  of  these  my  Examiners ! 

**  Those  Gorgon-like  glances  each  fame-seeking  soul 

Benumb  with  their  influence  petrific ; 
IN'ot  Cerberus'  self  kept  more  rigorous  toU — 
Begone,  ye  vain  fools !  ye  may  search  to  the  Polo, 
Ere  ye  find  me  a  power  more  terrific !" 

She  spake,  and  the  throng  fled  away  with  a  scream, 
Through  rente  in  my  blind  the  warm  sunlight  did 

stream, 
I  started  from  slumber — **  and  lo !  'twas  a  dream." 

Queen's  Coll.  DIOGENES. 
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ONCE  in  Judab  dwelt  a  mother 
In  whose  womb  an  infant  lay, 
While  her  husband  and  his  brother 
"With  Philistia's  hosts  join'd  fray. 

Proudly  through  her  halls  she  wander' d — 

Lady  of  a  priestly  line, 
And  upon  the  glory  ponder'd 

Which  on  Phinehas'  race  should  shine. 

And,  I  ween,  there  floated  o'er  her 

Visions  of  a  future  day. 
When  her  son  should  stand  before  her 

Clad  in  all  the  priest's  array. 

But  she  knew  not  God's  displeasure 

Eested  upon  Eli's  race, 
Who  for  lust  and  lawless  treasure 

Had  prof  an' d  his  holy  place. 

70L.   III.  I  2 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


104  ICHABOD. 

Lo  I  a  man  with  steps  unsteady 

To  the  city  draweth  nigh, 
And  the  watcher  tastes  already 

Of  the  sweets  of  victory. 

But  his  words  are  all  of  slaughter — 

Israel's  ark  in  Dagon's  fane, 
And  that  many  a  Hebrew's  daughter 

Must  bewail  her  lov'd  ones  slain. 

He  alone,  of  all  the  number 

Who  were  yestermorn  so  hale 
But  are  now  wrapt  in  death's  slumber, 

Still  survives  to  tell  the  tale. 

Through  her  frame  then  shot  the  anguish 

Of  a  woman  in  her  pain. 
And  she  laid  her  down  to  languish, 

!Ne'er,  alas  !  to  rise  again. 

Words  like  these  were  vainly  spoken : — 
**  Pear  not,  thou  hast  bom  a  son  ! " 

For  the  widow's  heart  was  broken. 
And  she  would  not  look  thereon ; 

But  exclaim' d,  "Alas,  that  story 

Of  the  captur'd  ark  of  God ! 
Paded  is  our  nation's  glory  : 

Let  his  name  be  Ichabod  ! " 
Brasenose  College.  J.  W.  B. 
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A  S  God  ordains  the  hills  and  plains 
•^     I^ow  joyful,  and  now  sad, 
So  to  man's  breast  He  sends,  as  best, 
Things  grievous  and  things  glad. 

As  Summer's  heat  gives  Autumn's  wheat, 

Winter  prepares  the  ground, 
"While  laughing  Spring  doth  flowers  bring. 

So  human  life  runs  round. 

First  childhood's  flowers,  its  mirthful  hours ; 

Then  manhood's  ardent  prime. 
When  firm  the  root ;  then  ripening  fruit, 

'Gainst  Autumn's  golden  time  ; 

Last,  hoary  age,  mature  and  sage, 

Blends  teaching  with  ad^dce ; 
Checking  the  weeds  which  choke  the  seeds, 

With  grave  Experience'  voice. 


Balliol  Coll. 
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THE  light  was  famt,  and  wann  the  air 
That  breathed  around  the  place ; 
And  she  was  lithe,  and  tall,  and  fair, 
And  with  a  wayward  grace 
Her  qneenly  head  she  bare. 

With  glowing  cheek,  with  gleaming  eye, 

She  met  me  on  the  way : 
My  spirit  owned  the  witchery 

Within  her  smile  that  lay : 
I  followed  her,  I  knew  not  why. 

The  trees  were  thick  with  many  a  fruit. 
The  grass  with  many  a  flower : 

My  soul  was  dead,  my  tongue  was  mute. 
In  that  accursed  hour. 

And,  in  my  dream,  with  silvery  Toice, 
She  said,  or  seemed  to  say, 

*'*  Youth  is  the  season  to  rejoice;*' — 
I  could  not  choose  but  stay, 
I  could  not  say  her  nay. 
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She  plucked  a  branch  above  her  head, 

With  rarest  fruitage  laden : 
*^  Drink  of  the  juice.  Sir  Ejiight,"  she  said, 

<< '  Tis  good  for  knight  and  maiden." 

Oh,  blind  mine  eye  that  would  not  trace — 

And  deaf  mine  ear  that  would  not  heed— - 
The  mocking  smile  upon  her  face^ 
The  mocking  voice  of  greed ! 

{ 
I  drank  the  juice,  and  straightway  felt 

A  fire  within  my  brain  ; 
Hy  soul  within  me  seemed  to  melt 

In  sweet  delirious  pain. 

**  Sweet  is  the  stolen  draught,"  she  said, 

"  Hath  sweetness  stint  or  measure  ? 
Pleasant  the  secret  hoard  of  bread; 

What  bars  us  from  our  pleasure  ?" 

"  Yea,  take  we  pleasure  while  we  may," 

I  heard  myself  replying ; 
In  the  red  sunset,  far  away. 

My  happier  life  was  dying : 
My  heart  was  sad,  my  voice  was  gay. 
VOL.  m.  K  2 
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And  unawares,  I  knew  not  how, 
I  kissed  her  dainty  finger-tips, 

I  kissed  her  on  the  lily  brow, 

I  kissed  her  on  the  Mse,  false  lips — 

That  bnming  kiss,  I  feel  it  now  ! 


'*  True  love  gives  true  love  of  the  best : 
Then  take,'*  I  cried,  **  my  heart  to  thee  !*' 

The  very  heart  from  out  my  breast 
I  plucked,  I  gave  it  willingly : 
Her  very  heart  she  gave  to  me — 

Then  died  the  glory  from  the  west. 


In  the  gray  light  I  saw  her  face. 
And  it  was  withered,  old,  and  grey ; 

The  fruits  were  rotting  in  their  place, 
The  floVers  were  fading  where  we  lay. 
Were  feding  with  the  fading  day. 


Forth  from  her,  like  a  hunted  deer. 

Through  all  that  ghastly  night  I  fled. 
And  still  beside  me  seemed  to  hear 

Her  fierce  unflagging  tread : 
And  scarce  drew  breath  for  fear. 
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Yet  marked  I  well  how  strangely  seemed 

The  heart  within  my  breast  to  sleep  : 
Silent  it  lay,  or  so  I  dreamed, 
With  never  a  throb  or  leap. 

For  hers  was  now  my  heart,  she  said, 

The  heart  that  once  had  been  mine  own : 
And  in  my  breast  I  bore  instead 
A  cold,  cold  heart  of  stone^ 
So  grew  the  morning  overhead. 

The  sun  shot  downward  through  the  trees 

His  old  familiar  flame ; 
All  ancient  sounds  upon  the  breeze 

From  copse  and  meadow  came — 

But  I  was  not  the  same. 

They  call  me  mad :  I  smile,  I  weep, 

Uncaring  how  or  why ; 
Yea,  when  one's  heart  is  laid  asleep. 

What  better  than  to  die  ? 
So  that  the  grave  be  dark  and  deep. 

To  die !  to  die  ?    And  yet,  methinks, 

I  drink  of  life  to-day, 
Deep  as  the  thirsty  traveller  drinks 

Of  fountain  by  the  way: 
My  voice  is  sad,  my  heart  is  gay.  , 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


110  STOLEN  WAT££S. 

When  yestereve  was  on  the  wane, 
I  heard  a  clear  voice  singing ; 

So  sweetly,  purely,  like  the  rain, 
My  happy  tears  were  springing : 

My  human  heart  returned  again. 

'*  A  rosy  child. 
Sitting  and  singing,  in  a  garden  fair, 

The  joy  of  hearing,  seeing, 

The  simple  joy  of  being — 
Or  twining  rosebuds  in  the  golden  hair 

That  ripples  free  and  wild. 

"  A  sweet,  pale  child — 
Wearily  looking  to  the  purple  west — 

Waiting  the  great  For-ever 

That  suddenly  shall  sever 
The  cruel  chains  that  hold  her  from  her  rest — 

By  earth-joys  unbeguiled. 

**  An  angel-child — 
Gazing  with  living  eyes  on  a  dead  face : 
The  mortal  form  forsaken, 
That  none  may  now  awaken. 
That  lieth,  painless,  moveless  in  her  place. 
As  though  in  death  she  smiled ! 
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"  Be  as  a  child — 
So  shalt  thou  sing  for  very  joy  of  breath — 

So  shalt  thou  wait  thy  dying, 

In  holy  transport  lying — 
So  pass  rejoicing  through  the  gate  of  death. 

In  garment  undefiled." 

Then  call  me  what  they  will,  I  know 

That  now  my  soul  is  glad : 
If  this  be  madness,  better  so. 

Far  better  to  be  mad, 
Weeping  or  smiling  as  I  go. 

For  if  I  weep,  it  is  that  now 

I  see  how  deep  a  loss  is  mine. 
And  feel  how  brightly  round  my  brow 

The  coronal  might  shine. 
Had  I  but  kept  mine  early  yow : 

And  if  I  smile,  it  is  that  now 

I  see  the  promise  of  the  years — 
The  garland  waiting  for  my  brow, 
That  must  be  won  with  tearsy 
"With  pain — ^with  death — ^I  care  not  how. 

Ch.  Ch.  C.  L.  D. 
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^'  TTOW  shall  I  be  a  poet  ? 

-^-^     How  shall  I  write  in  rhyme  ? 
Tou  told  me  once  the  very  wish 

*  Partook  of  the  sublime : ' 

Then  tell  me  how !  don't  put  me  off 
"With  your  'another  time' !  " 

The  old  man  smiled  to  see  him. 

To  hear  his  sudden  sally ; 
He  liked  the  boy  to  speak  his  mind 

Enthusiastically  : 
And  thought,  *  there 's  no  hum-drum  in  him, 

*  "Not  any  shilly-shally.' 

"  And  would  you  be  a  poet 

Before  you  Ve  been  to  school  ? 
Ah,  well  I  I  hardly  thought  you 

So  absolute  a  fool. 
First  leam  to  be  spasmodic — 

A  very  simple  rule. 
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"  For  first  you  write  a  sentence, 

And  then  you  chop  it  small ; 
Then  mix  the  bits,  and  sort  them  out, 

Just  as  they  chance  to  fall : 
The  order  that  they  come  in 

Don't  signify  at  all. 

"  Then  if  you  'd  be  impressive, 

Eemember  what  I  say, 
That  abstract  qualities  begin 

With  capitals  alway : 
The  True,  the  Good,  the  Beautiful,    . 

Those  are  the  things  that  pay. 

"I^ext,  when  you  are  describing 

A  shape,  or  sound,  or  tint. 
Don't  state  the  matter  plainly. 

But  put  it  in  a  hint ; 
And  learn  to  look  at  all  things 

"With  a  sort  of  mental  squint." 

"  For  instance,  if  I  wished,  sir. 

Of  mutton-pies  to  tell, 
Should  I  say  '  dreams  of  fleecy  flocks 

'  Pent  in  a  wheaten  cell  ? ' " 
"Why,  yes,"  the  old  man  said,  **that  phrase 

'*  Would  answer  very  well. 
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**  Then  fourthly,  there  are  epithets 
That  suit  with  any  word — 

As  well  as  Harvey's  Beading  Sauce 
"With  fish,  or  flesh,  or  bird — 

Of  these, '  wild,  lonely,  weary,  strange,' 
Are  much  to  be  preferred." 

*'  And  will  it  do,  0  will  it  do 

To  take  them  in  a  lump. 
As  *  the  wild  man  went  his  weary  way 

To  a  strange  and  lonely  pump'?" 
"  Nay,  nay !  you  must  not  hastily 

To  such  conclusions  jump. 

*^  Such  epithets,  like  pepper. 
Give  zest  to  what  you  write, 

And,  if  you  strew  them  sparely, 
They  whet  the  appetite ; 

But  if  you  lay  them  on  too  thick, 
You  spoil  the  matter  quite. 

^'  Last,  as  to  the  arrangement : 
Your  reader,  you  should  show  him, 

Must  take  what  information  he 
.  Can  get,  and  look  for  no  im- 

-mature  disclosure  of  the  drift 
And  purpose  of  your  poem. 
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"  Therefore,  to  test  his  patience — 

How  much  he  can  endure— 
Mention  no  places,  names,  or  dates, 

And  eyermore  be  sure 
Throughout  the  poem  to  be  found 

Consistently  obscure. 

"  First  fix  upon  the  limit 

To  which  it  shall  extend : 
Then  fill  it  up  with  *  padding ' 

(Beg  some  of  any  friend) : 
Your  great  Sensation -stanza 

You  place  towards  the  end." 

"  And  what  is  a  Sensation, 

Grandfather,  tell  me,  pray  ? 
I  think  I  never  heard  the  word 

So  used  before  to-day  : 
Be  kind  enough  to  mention  one 

'  JSxmpU  gratid,' " 

And  the  old  man,  looking  sadly 

Across  the  garden-lawn, 
Where  here  and  there  a  dew-drop 

Yet  glittered  in  the  dawn, 
Said,  "  Go  to  the  Adelphi, 

And  see  the  ^  Colleen  Bawn.* 
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"  The  word  is  due  to  Boucicault — 

The  theory  is  his, 
Where  Life  becomes  a  spasm. 

And  History  a  whiz  : 
If  that  is  not  Sensation, 

I  don't  know  what  it  is. 

"  Kow  try  yonr  hand,  ere  fancy 
Has  lost  its  present  glow  " — 

"  And  then,"  his  grandson  added, 
"  We  '11  publish  it,  you  know : 

Green  cloth — gold-lettered  at  the  back — 
In  duodecimo ! " 

Then  proudly  smiled  that  old  man 

To  see  the  eager  lad 
Bush  madly  for  his  pen  and  ink, 

And  for  his  blotting-pad — 
But,  when  he  thought  of  publishing, 

His  face  grew  stem  and  sad. 

OXFOBD. 
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A  FAKEWELL. 


'rpiS  eve.     And  all  the  castellated  height 

-*-   Of  grand  Helvellyn  looms  across  the  lake, 
Whose  gentle  waVes  and  ripples  silv'ry  white 
One  after  one  with  ceaseless  murmur  break 
ITpon  yon  pebbly  shore.     The  autumn  sere 
Hath  cast  his  golden  garb  athwart  the  hills, 
Over  the  ripening  corn-fields  by  the  mere. 
Over  the  ferns  and  brackens  by  the  rills. 
And  oft  again  yon  waving  fields  of  com 
Shall  golden  grow  beneath  the  Autumn  sky, 
And  often  shall  the  bracken  and  the  fern 
Their  glorious  tints  unfold  all  silently ; 
But  nevermore  for  me.     Farewell  the  day 
That  I  may  wander  o'er  thy  moor  and  fell ! 
That  time  is  gone — those  hours  are  passed  away  : 
UUeswater,  to  thee  a  long  farewell. 
Farewell !    E'en  while  I  speak  yon  azure  sky 
Grows  dim  and  dark  before  my  tearful  gaze. 
The  rosy  hues  of  evening  fade  and  die, 
And  night  steals  o'er  the  earth :  her  gloomy  haze 
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Hiding  last  splendour  of  the  setting  sun, 
And  clouds,  whose  borrowed  crimson  seems  alway 
To  fade  unwilling,  ere  they've  scarce  begun 
To  light  the  remnants  of  departing  day. 

'Tis  night.    The  sun's  last  golden  rays  depart 
Behind  yon  hills — ^beneath  the  Western  sea ; 
But  never  from  the  mirror  of  my  heart 
The  memory  of  that  scene  efiCaced  can  be. 

Caius  Coll.  F.  H.  A. 
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m  MEMORIAM. 


^rpiS  said  that,  leaying  palaces  on  high, 

-■-  Angels  descend  to  earth  and  take  the  fonn 
Of  mortals,  in  whose  gentle  ministry 
E'en  heaven  itself  appears.    The  hitter  storm 
Of  worldly  strife  doth  lightly  pass  them  by. 
And  grief  recedes  as  wave  from  rock-bonnd  shore. 
Awhile  they  move  among  us  peacefully, 
Then  fhey  are  gone.    But  memory  eyermore 
Broods  o'er  the  traces  of  their  footsteps  bright, 
And  silently  her  tearful  tribute  pays 
To  the  lost  dear  ones,  and  lone  hours  of  night 
Bring  back  their  well-loved  forms  before  our  gaze. 

Ah !  coldly,  cheerlessly  hath  passed  each  day, 
And  dimmer  since  thy  death  hath  shone  yon  sun ; 
And  what  the  wonder  ?    Thou  art  ta'en  away. 
And,  gentle  lady,  surely  thou  wert  one. 

C.  C.  C  P.  H.  A. 
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PARVA  LICET  COMPONERE  MAGNIS. 


A  S  through  the  castle  gate  rides  forth  the  noble  knight, 
•^    Exulting  in  his  valour,  and  conscious  of  his  might; 
So  doth  a  larky  gownsman  turn  out  at  half-past  eight 
(Let's  hope  he'll  'scape  the  proctor  although  it's  getting 
late). 

As  flees  the  timorous  dove  before  the  hungry  kite, 
Ifow  flying  low,  now  soaring  high,  and  lessening  from  sight 
So  doth  th'  aforesaid  gownsman  before  the  proctor  fly. 
Eight  through  the  Com,  by  Ship  Street,  and  Turl  Street, 
to  the  High. 

As  on  the  flying  antelope  the  Bengal  tiger  springs, 
And  firmly  to  his  struggling  and  trembling  victim  clings ; 
So  doth  a  stalwart  bull-dog  upon  the  gownsman  fix, 
While  he  (to  use  a  vulgar  phrase)  is  pitching  in  like  bricks. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


PAETA   LICET   COMPONEEE   MAGIHS.  121 

As  staggering  reels  the  aged  tree,  when  boisterous  winds 

do  blow, 
Until  at  last  with  one  loud  crash  its  glories  all  lie  low ; 
So  in  the  gutter,  on  his  back,  the  stalwart  bull-dog  Hes, 
Floored  by  the  larky  gownsman's  left-hander,  'twixt  the 
eyes. 

As  moumeth  for  his  master,  on  some  fell  battle-plain, 

The  charger,  looking  on  the  form  he  ne'er  shall  bear  again ; 

So  mourns  the  proctor  for  his  dog,  the  marshal  for  his 
mate, 

What  time  the  larky  gownsman  knocks  in — though  some- 
what late. 

ExETEK  Coll.  E.  R.  W. 


VOL.  ni. 
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SEQUEL    TO 
''PARVA    LICET    COMPONERE    MAGNIS;" 

OK,    THE 

LARKY    GOWIS^SMAI^    IN    FOR    "GREATS." 


BESIDE  his  opened  books  he  sat, 
His  pencil  in  his  hand : 
His  coat  was  ojff,  but  his  honid  work 

He  could  not  understand ; 
So  all  he  did  was  light  a  weed, 
And  whistle  '*  In  the  Strand/' 


And  in  the  visions  of  the  smoke 

Examiners  appear : 
Examiners,  ill-omened  men 

(For  now  the  Schools  are  near). 
He  sighed  a  sigh,  and  took  a  pull 

(A  long  one)  at  his  beer. 
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He  saw  the  white-tied  candidates 

In  the  quadrangle  stand, 
Some  laughed  and  talked,  some  nervous  seemed, 

And  some  were  quite  unmanned ; 
He  groaned,  when  he  thought  how  soon 

He'd  join  that  martyr  hand. 

He  saw  the  parsonage  at  home, 

He  heard  his  mother  say, 
'*  Papa,  if  I  remember  right. 

Poor  Frederic's  in  to-day/' 
He  sighed  again,  drank  off  his  beer, 

And  threw  his  weed  away. 

And,  as  he  shut  his  books,  he  hummed 

"  Away  with  care  and  sorrow :" 
He  evidently  thought  it  wrong 

The  midnight  hours  to  borrow, 
And  so  he  said,  "  Well,  I'll  begin 

To  read  like  a  brick  To-morrow  J* 

Exeter  Coll.  E.  R.  W. 
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AN    ACEOSTIC. 


T71  AIB  be  the  suns  that  beam  on  thee,  bright  be  thy 
-■-  skies  above, 

A  11  happiness  attend  thy  path,  all  truth,  and  joy,  and  love, 
E  ight  gladsome  may  thy  days  pass  on  through  life's 

long  pilgrimage, 
E  aming  by  virtues  here  below  thine  everlasting  wage. 
W  ear  still  that  smile  so  debonair,  unwrinkled  be  that  brow, 
E  ach  charm  adorn  thy  face  and  form  as  they  adorn  them 

now. 
L  ight,  peace,  and  hope,  surround  thy  heart,  until  life's 

closing  knell. 
L  ady,  where'er  thy  home  may  be,  there,  Lady,  fare  thou 

well. 

A.  M. 
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THE  DYING  TREK 


A  gardener,  being  once  aaked  if  he  thought  a  tree  would  die,  said^ 
"  Yes ;  I  think  it's  going  home." 

"  'Tis  the  heaven  of  flowers  you  see  there." — Song  ofSiawatha. 


rilHE  wintry  blast  is  beating  cold 
-*-     Upon  each  dying  leaf, 
And  the  tree  is  drooping  moumfiilly, 
As  if  in  silent  grief 

That  the  sunbeam's  welcome  smile  no  more 

Shall  dart  its  leaves  among, 
iN'or  e'er  the  bird's  glad  matin  hymn 

In  its  green  shrine  be  sung, — 

Ko  more  the  bee  its  shade  beneath 
Dream  through  the  sultry  day, 

And  no  more  under  its  cool  boughs 
The  village  children  play. 
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But  there  is  a  legend  beautiful 

Told  by  the  Indian  race, 
That  flower  and  leaf  when  they  fade  on  earth 

Shall  bloom  in  a  sunnier  place ; 

Where  the  hues  that  are  so  fleeting 

In  eternal  radiance  glow, 
And  smile  upon  their  early  home 

From  the  "many-coloured  bow.'' 

And  it  seems  to  me  like  that  legend 
When,  as  the  leaves  grow  sere, 

They  say  *  the  tree  is  going  home ;' 
Por  perchance,  in  a  happier  sphere. 

In  wreaths  for  the  brows  of  Angels, 

With  amaranth  entwined, 
Shall  brighten  again  those  flowers 

That  are  strown  by  earth's  chilly  wind. 
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SUNSET  AT  SEA. 


OKIKD,  kind  sun,  to  beam  so  brightly  on  me^ 
At  the  still  hour  of  departing  day, 
As  the  good  ship  goes  cahnly  on  her  way, 
O  kind,  kind  sun,  to  smile  so  sweetly  on  me ! 

O  kind,  kind  sun,  to  make  me  fondly  think 

Of  one  in  spirit  near,  though  far  from  sight  away , 
At  the  last  hour  of  the  dying  day. 

To  make  me  think  of  her  on  whom  I  love  to  think  I 

A  sweet,  fond  fancy  steals  upon  my  soul, 
That  thy  last  beam  is  shining  lovingly, 
As  lovingly,  on  her  as  now  on  me. 

Though  wide  between  us  the  deep  waters  roll. 

O  set  not  yet !  0  catch  my  look  of  love,. 
And  bear  it  to  her  on  thy  gentle  ray, 
That  she  may  think  of  me,  though  far  away; 

O  soothe  her  sweetly  with  thy  smiles  of  love ! 
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"Wreathe  in  her  hair  thy  brightest,  kindest  ray, 
Halo  her  head  with  coronal  of  gold. 
And  round  her  all  thy  peaceM  glory  fold, 

Emblem  of  heaven's  own  light  which  ne'er  shall  fade  away  I 

Pembboke  Coll.,  Oxon. 
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DISILLUSIOI^ISED. 


T  PAINTED  her  a  gushing  thing  • 
•*-     Her  years  perhaps  a  score  ; 
I  little  thought  to  find  them 

At  least  two  dozen  more ! 
My  fancy  gave  her  eyes  of  blue, 

A  curling  auburn  head ; 
I  came  to  find  the  blue  a  green. 

The  auburn  grown  to  red  J 

I  painted  her  a  lip  and  cheek 

In  colour  like  the  rose  ; 
I  little  thought  the  selfsame  hue 

Extended  to  her  nose  I 
I  dreamed  of  rounded  features — « 

A  smile  of  ready  glee — 
But  it  was  not  fat  I  wanted, 

Nor  a  yrw  I  hoped  to  see ! 
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She  boxed  my  ears  this  morning — 

They  tingled  very  much — 
I  own  that  I  could  wish  her 

A  somewhat  lighter  touch : 
And  if  I  were  to  settle  how 

Her  charms  might  be  improved, 
I  would  not  have  them  added  to, 

But  just  a  few  removed  I 

She  has  the  bear's  ethereal  grace, 

The  bland  hyena's  laugh, 
The  footstep  of  the  elephant, 

The  neck  of  the  giraffe  : 
I  love  her  still — ^believe  it — 

Though  my  heart  its  passion  hides ; 
She  's  all  my  fancy  painted  her, 

But  oh !  how  much  besides ! 

March  15th,  1862. 
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ENIGMA. 


RAIN,  rain,  nothing  but  rain  ! 
Eain  on  the  pavement,  rain  on  the  pane  ; 
Whoever  goes  out  in  this  terrible  rain 
In  my  first  will  soon  find  himself,  that 's  quite  plain. 

All  my  second  are  out  in  the  rain, — 
Old  men  and  young  men  toiling  for  gain  ; 
For  through  all  my  second  the  fastest  rain 
Has  never  washed  out  men's  love  of  gain. 

Eain,  rain,  nothing  but  rain  ! 

Better  for  those  who  can  to  remain 

» 

At  home,  and  instead  of  roaming  in  vain. 
To  send  my  whole  through  this  horrible  rain. 

Ch.  Ch.  L.  R.  T. 
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NO  STAR  LIGHTS  UP  ITS  LOISTELY  FIRE. 


NO  star  lights  up  its  lonely  fire, 
A  solitary  gem, 
But  soon  a  myriad  answering  rays 
Gleam  on  night's  diadem. 

"No  sofb  song  floats  through  the  dim  grove, 
From  hidden  songster's  throat, 

But  soon  each  poet  of  the  wood 
Wakes  a  harmonious  note. 

On  summer  oceau's  broad  bright  breast 

"Wave  follows  wave  for  ever, 
And  thus  the  music  of  his  song 

Flows  on  aud  ceases  never. 

No  holy  thought  e'er  dwells  alone, 

But  to  the  same  still  breast 
Soon  comes  auother ;  aye  there  dwell 

Two  doves  within  the  nest.  • 
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The  kindly  word  an  answer  brings 

Of  the  same  kindly  tone  ; 
And,  as  it  dies,  its  echoes  wake 

In  sweet  sounds,  like  its  own. 

The  first  good  deed  is  the  first  link 

Of  love's  own  golden  band , — 
The  spring  whence  flows  the  stream  that  winds 

Through  all  the  thirsty  land. 

The  cheerfol  glance  and  flash  of  joy 

Beam  on  from  eye  to  eye  ; 
Nothing,  how  fair  soe'er,  is  lone, 

AU  is  in  harmony. 
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STANZAS. 


DEAB  friend,  if  thou  dost  love  me,  quick  and  say 
Before  I  perish ;  for  I  fain  would  hear 
The  sweet' avowal  that  would  take  away 

That  sting  of  death  which  now  I  scarce  can  bear. 

If  thou  dost  love  me,  not  because,  perchance, 
I  once  seemed  noble,  or  a  look  was  fair — 

This  world  is  but  the  glitter  of  a  dance, 
And  I  am  peevish,  worn  out  with  its  wear. 

But  late  all  sound  and  sight  did  flaunt  and  flare; 

Now  both  are  vanished  with  the  flitting  scene. 
And  through  the  shutters  broad  daylight  doth  stare 

Upon  the  wreck  of  riot  that  hath  been. 

Who  is  there  that  would  kiss  a  sallow  clieek. 

Or  care  to  look  upon  a  deadened  eye  ? 
Yet,  if  thou  still  dost  love  me,  quick  and  speak  ! 

That  with  the  sweet  avowal  I  may  die. 

Wentwood. 
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HORACE,  ODE  III.  5. 


JOVE  reigns  supreme  in  heaven  above, 
His  mighty  power  the  thunders  prove : 
Such  was  our  fathers*  creed. 
And  shall  Augustus'  name  be  less, 
Whose  power  the  empire's  bounds  confess. 
Enlarged  by  Celt  and  Mede  ? 

Soldier  of  Crassus'  hapless  band, 
Ah,  can  it  be  the  victor's  land 

Holds  you  in  wedded  thrall  ? 
Base  husband  of  a  hated  spouse. 
Does  foreign  sire  exact  thy  vows  ? 

To  arms  obey'st  his  call  ? 

"Woe  for  the  senate's  deep  disgrace, 
And  banished  Virtue's  upturned  place  ! 

Woe  for  our  country's  shame ! 
Apulia's  sons  to  Parthi6ns  yield ; 
Scorned  are  our  name  and  dacred  shield 

And  Vesta's  constant  flaine. 
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Such  depthr  of  woe  foresaw  and  feared 
Of  old  our  noblest  chief  revered, 

When  from  the  servile  peace 
Bravely  his  solitary  voice 
Spoke  stem  dissent,  lest  foes  rejoice. 

And  Borne  should  e'er  decrease. 

Had  not  the  captive  youth  remained 
To  wash  our  country's  honour  stained. 

Unwept  and  far  from  home. 
Our  sons  their  fathers'  shame  had  rued, 
And  cursed  the  men  who  spared  their  blood 

To  purge  insulted  Eome. 

"  Ah,  mournful  sight !  I  saw,"  he  said, 
**  The  banners,  oft  our  ranks  had  led. 

Adorn  Phoenician  shrines  ; 
Fixed  to  the  walls  of  Punic  Gods, 
The  falchion  gleams,  the  helmet  nods, 

The  Boman  trophy  shines. 

"  These  arms  I  saw  our  soldiers  yield, 
I  saw  on  bloodless  battle  field 

Base  heads  of  cravens  bound. 
Here  gates  unbarred  our  shame  attest. 
There  landa,  by  Koman  power  opprest 

New  lords,  new  crops  have  found. 
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*'  Forsooth,  redeemed  by  sordid  gold, 
With  breast  of  steel  and  courage  bold, 

The  soldier  shall  return ; 
Lost  hues  of  wool  axe  found  no  more, 
No  arts,  no  borrowed  tints  restore  ; 

Be  wise ;  from  Nature  learn. 

*'.Thus  fallen  and  banished  Virtue's  throne, 
No  lord  of  baser  birth  shall  own : 

You  add  but  loss  to  sin ; 
If  ever  doe,  released  with  life 
From  hunter's  toils,  shall  court  the  strife, 

Hope  then  fair  fame  to  win. 

"  Hope  then  that  he  the  foe  shall  bruise, 
Whose  Punic  faith  too  late  he  rues. 

That  faith  his  heart  could  trust ; 
Or  he  whose  arms  have  felt  the  chain. 
Who,  cowed  by  death,  obeys  their  rein, 

And  abject  licks  the  dust." 

Thus,  recking  not  the  fatal  cost 
(So  life  secured  were  honour  lost). 

With  war  he  scattered  peace ; 
''  0  shamefiil  fall  of  vanquished  Eome  1 
0  Byrsa's  proud  exalted  dome, 

Whose  height  our  woes  increase ! " 

VOL.  ni.  M 
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Then  at  his  side  the  hero  shuns 
His  modest  wife,  his  clinging  sons, 

As  if  the  bonds  he  felt : 
Stem  on  the  ground  he  fixed  his  gaze  ; 
No  tender  words  that  brow  can  raise, 

No  tears  that  breast  can  melt. 

Like  prop  of  stone  to  tottering  fort, 
In  him  the  Senate  found  support, 

Where  all  had  failed  its  need. 
The  fortress  stands,  the  walls  remain ; 
Amid  his  Mends,  a  sorrowing  train, 

Behold  the  exile  speed ! 

On  friends,  on  home,  he  turned  his  back, 
Though  tortures  of  the  foreign  rack 

Pull  clearly  met  his  view. 
With  step  unmoved  and  dauntless  brow 
He  strove  to  reach  the  fatal  prow, 
^  And  burst  his  kinsmen  through. 

Nor  more  availed  the  people's  prayer 
Than  if  some  patron  should  repair, 

Far  from  forensic  strife, 
And,  far  from  hungry  clients'  need. 
Seek  fair  Yenafria's  pleasant  mead 

Or  Taras'  rustic  life. 
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TEMPEST-TOSSED. 


AN  iron  awe-band,  pitiless  and  cold, 
The  belt  of  black  rocks  face  the  wandering  waves 
That  swell  and  heave  in  voiceless  travailing, 
Till  break  their  wild  hearts  with  a  human  cry 
From  human  hearts  that  break  but  cannot  die. 


Break,  beautiful !  thy  soul  is  blent  with  mine ! 

Breaking,  undying,  lo !  my  restless  heart 

Is  strewn  with  wrecks,  and  swells  with  broken  speech 

That  inarticulate  strives  to  tell,  0  sea, 

"What  wordless  sorrow  is  on  thee  and  me ! 

Blend,  beautiful !  thy  mournful  soul  with  mine ! 
A  desperate  sympathy  goes  forth  to  thee 
That  thou  wilt  ne'er  see  heaven,  and  that  I 
May  share  thy  curse,  nor  reach  where  there  shall  be 
No  more  of  sorrow  and  no  more  of  sea ! 

VOL.  m.  M  2 
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The  elouds  have  hid  the  stin !  on  thee  and  me 
While  it  is  day  onr  life's  sun  hath  gone  down; 
And  thoughts  rash  forth  to  wreck,  as  that  lone  ship 
Whose  white  sail  sinks  in  yon  cloud-gloom  of  hell. 
And  waves  to  land  and  life  a  wild  farewell ! 

Devon.  Mobthoe. 
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THE  BALLAD  OF 
THE    SWAN-NECKED  MAID. 


mHE  Abbot  of  Waltham,  he  bowed  his  head, 
"*-  He  wept  and  he  sighed,  and  he  wept  again, 

When  he  heard  that  the  good  king  Harold  was  dead 
By  the  Norman  invaders  cruelly  slain. 

Asgod  and  Ailrick,  two  monks,  he  sent 

To  search  for  the  corpse  on  the  bloody  plain : 

Sadly  and  slowly  forth  they  went, 
Sadly  and  slowly  they  came  again. 

"  Father,"  they  said,  **  woe  worth  the  day ! 

The  flower  of  men  is  basely  slain, 
The  Norman  holds  our  land  at  bay, 

And  Saxon  blood  doth  drench  the  plain. 

''  Our  knights  are  hung  on  the  gibbet  tree, 

Our  homes  defiled  by  Norman  curs ; 
I  saw  a  Norman  of  low  degree, 

Ride  by  us  clanging  golden  spurs. 
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"  Woe  worth  the  hind  that  tills  the  soil ! 

"Woe  worth  each  sacred  right  divine ! 
They  will  not  spare  to  seek  for  spoil, 

At  our  most  holy  abhey  shrine. 


**  Now  know  we  what  that  evil  star, 
With  fiery  tail,  last  year,  foretold ; 

That  shed  its  baneful  light  afar, 

Now  red  as  blood,  now  bright  as  gold. 


"  This  day  its  tale  MfiUed  hath  seen— 
Its  bloody  tale  of  fear  and  dread ; 

To-day  we  have  to  Hastings  been, 
And  sought  the  king  amongst  the  dead. 


"  We  searched  to  the  left,  and  we  searched  to  the  right, 
We  turned  us  round,  and  we  searched  again ; 

From  early  mom  till  the  gloom  of  night, 
We  found  not  the  king  amongst  the  slain." 


Thus  spake  the  monks.     The  Abbot's  air 
Was  that  of  sacred  sorrow  then. 

Whilome  he  stood  in  mute  despair, 

Then  spake  as  thus  to  those  holy  men  :  - 
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"  At  Grenfield,  far  in  the  wild  countree, 

Out  in  the  wood  and  the  forest  shade, 
Dwelleth  a  maiden  of  low  degree, 

Edith  the  lovely,  the  swan-necked  maid. 


"  Edith,  the  swan-necked,  named  in  song ; 

They  name  her  thus  for  her  graceM  mien : 
Woman  is  weak,  but  her  love  is  strong, 

And  Harold  he  loved  her  well,  I  ween. 


**  He  loved  her  well  in  her  lowly  lot, 
He  kissed  her  brow,  and  her  lips  so  red ; 

He  won  her,  and  left  her,  and  soon  forgot : 
Man  is  but  fickle.     Seven,  years  have  fled. 


"  From  the  green  wood  in  the  wild  countree, 
Edith  the  lovely  I  bid  thee  bring  : 

Hasten,  my  brothers,  to  where  she  be : 
"Woman  is  constant ;  she  will  know  the  king. 


"  Then  we  will  bear  him,  with  shroud  and  bier, 
With  shroud  and  bier,  and  the  beU  shall  toll : 

We'll  bury  him  duly  with  mass  and  tear, 
And  prayers  shall  be  said  for  the  dead 'man's  soul." 
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Through  the  long  night,  and  over  the  lea, 
Asgod  and  Ailrick  they  walked  and  they  prayed, 

And  then  they  came  to  the  wild  countree. 
The  home  of  Edith,  the  swan-necked  maid. 


They  came  to  the  door,  and  they  thrilled  on  the  pin : 
"  Waken,"  they  said,  "  for  the  king  is  dead; 

Waken,  we  pray  thee,  and  let  us  within, 
Edith  the  loving,  the  swan -necked  maid. 


"  The  naughty  bastard,  from  over  the  sea, 
Hath  won  the  battle,  and  now  doth  reign : 

We  cannot  find  the  king's  bodye. 
Amid  the  dead  on  the  bloody  plain. 


*^  Haste  thee  to  Hastings,  to  find  the  king, 
Thou  knowest  him  well;  he  is  fair  to  see : 

Thence  to  the  abbey  we  will  him  bring. 
And  pray  for  his  soul  with  a  litany." 


Edith  the  lovely,  the  swan-necked  maid. 

She  rose  from  her  couch,  and  she  thriUed  on  the  pin  : 
And  never  a  sorrowful  word  she  said. 

But  she  wept  as  she  let  the  two  monks  in. 
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She  followed  them  out  with  her  naked  feet, 
And  she  heard  them  mutter  a  Latin  prayer : 

But  the  wind  made  melody  low  and  sweet, 
And  toyed  with  the  wealth  of  her  golden  hair. 


The  morning  star  grew  dim  in  the  sky, 
The  morning  star  with  its  rosy  light ; 

And  the  sun  had  begun  his  course  on  high, 
When  the  field  of  Hastings  came  into  sight. 


A  mist  arose  from  the  blood-red  ground, 

A  thin  white  mist  from  a  field  of  red ; 
A  thousand  ravens  were  swooping  around. 

And  cawed  as  they  battened  themselves  on  the  dead. 


Ah !  luckless  dead,  full  many  there  lay : 
Pray,  Christians,  pray  for  each  valiant  soul ! 

For  many  a  widow,  I  wot,  that  day 

Was  heavy  at  heart  with  her  grief  and  dole. 


Edith  the  lovely,  the  swan-necked  maid. 
With  naked  feet  in  the  blood-red  dew, 

Trod  over  the  silent  heaps  of  dead ; 
She  saw  not  the  one  whose  form  she  knew. 
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She  searched  to  the  left,  she  searched  to  the  right, 
She  turned  her  round,  and  she  searched  again : 

But  gorged  ravens  darkened  her  sight, 
Eavens  that  fed  on  the  mighty  slain. 


She  sought  that  day  till  the  sun  went  down, 
And  the  twilight  colour  of  amethyst 

Grew  into  the  sober  tints  of  brown, 

And  there  rose  from  the  fields  a  dismal  mist. 


Suddenly  broke  on  the  dusky  night 
A  shrilling  cry  from  her  woman's  breast, 

Ai^d  the  last  ray  of  the  orb^d  light 
Sank  startled  into  the  gloomy  west. 


Edith  the  lovely,  the  swan-necked  maid, 
Has  found  the  king  'mid  the  lowly  dead ; 

And  never  a  sorrowful  word  she  said. 
But  she  kissed  his  brow  and  his  lips  so  red. 


She  kissed  his  lips,  she  kissed  his  eyes, 
And  threw  her  arms  his  neck  around ; 

Asgod  and  Ailrick  they  saw  with  sighs, 
She  kissed  the  place  of  his  bloody  wound. 
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She  found,  and  she  kissed  them  again  and  again, 

Three  tiny  marks  on  his  shoulder  fair ; 
These  she  had  made  in  the  wild  champaign, 

In  her  amorous  joy  she  had  made  them  there. 


The  monks  they  gathered  boughs  from  the  tree, 
And  held  them,  placing  the  king  above ; 

Then  bore  him  with  holy  solemnity, 

And  Editl^  she  followed  her  false  true-love. 


She  chanted  the  litany  loud  and  clear. 

With  her  childish  voice,  in  the  chill  night  air ; 

The  monks  they  slowly  carried  the  bier. 
And  piously  muttered  a  Latin  prayer. 

Ty*r  Ywen. 
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TO  THE  FOEGET-ME-NOT. 


SWEET  simple  flower,  bright  type  of  friendship  trae, 
That  by  the  gently- winding  river's  brink, 
Where  human  footsteps  in  the  mire  would  sink, 
Delight'st  to  raise  thy  taper  spires  so  blue ; 
I  love  thy  soft  caBrulean  tenderness, 
Which,  tinted  with  unchanging  brilliancy. 
Is  emblem  meet  of  purest  constancy 
Ever  increasing,  never  growing  less ; 
Though  transiently  hid  by  scandal's  storm. 
I  love  thee  also  for  thy  yellow  eye, 
For  no  true  love  is  free  from  jealousy, 
Or  should  be  free,  and  for  thy  starry  form 
Up-pointing  silently  to  heaven  above, 
For  heaven  is  but  eternity  of  love. 

Trin.  Coll.  Cantab.  N.  B. 
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GAZING  OUT  TO  SEA. 


TTTHEN  the  sun  his  bright  effulgence 
'  *      Veils  beneath  the  western  main, 
Leaving  an  unffflling  earnest 

That  he  soon  may  rise  again, — 
Bands  and'streaiks  of  blood-red  glory, 

Floating  clouds  of  golden  hue. 
On  a  sky  of  pale  canary, 
Shading  into  green  and  blue. 

Oh,  how  sweet  it  is  to  linger, 
Gazing  out  to  sea ! 

When  Luna  lifts  her  shining  ladder 

Up  to  heaven's  bright  golden  door, 
From  where  the  full  tide's  gentle  kisses 

Leave  the  shifting  shingled  shore ; 
As  of  yore  that  one  descended, 

Up  and  down  which  Angels  glide 
Unto  Bethel's  stony  pillow. 

E'en  to  Holy  Jacob's  side, 

Oh,  how  sweet  it  is  to  linger. 
Gazing  out  to  sea ! 
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When  the  sky  is  black  and  gloomy, 

Thickly  set  with  darksome  cloud, 
Which  the  tempest  drives  before  it, 

Boaring,  whistling,  shrill  and  loud ; 
And  the  waves  come  swelling,  curling, 

Breaking  over  lock  or  bar, 
With  an  awful  noise  like  thimder 

Sounding  miles  on  miles  afar, 

Oh,  how  grand  it  is  to  linger, 
Gazing  out  to  sea ! 


When  with  anxious  heart  expectant 

For  a  husband,  son,  or  brother, 
On  his  way  from  foreign  climes, 

Or  an  ardent  youthful  lover. 
Be  he  soldier,  aye,  or  sailor. 

From  his  duty  home  returning, 
Or  from  health  or  pleasure  seeking, 

For  his  home  and  kindred  yearning. 

Oh,  how  sweet  it  is  to  linger. 
Gazing  out  to  sea ! 


If  the  air  be  light  and  balmy, 
Just  enough  his  sails  to  swell, 

Settled  in  a  fiivouriiig  quarter, 
For  hope  whispers  all  is  weU ; 
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But,  if  adverse  gales  are  blowing. 

And  the  sea-mews  shriek  and  cry, 
If  the  clouds  around  hang  lowering, 
And  the  waves  are  running  high, 

Oh,  how  sad,  yet  sweet  to  linger, 
Gazing  out  to  sea ! 

Tbin.  Coll.  Cantab.  N.  B. 
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THE  SPECTRE  OF  EISENSTEIN. 


"S 


AY,  how  name  ye  yonder  rained  castle, 
Tow'ring  o'er  the  silver  maze  of  Rhine?" 
"  Waste  it  lies— yet  oft  have  mirth  and  wassail 
Sported  in  its  halls  o'er  costly  wine. 
Eearfal  is  the  tale, 
Oft  hath  it  made  pale 
Blooming  cheeks  as  rosy  e'en  as  thine : — 

''  Once  a  chief  within  this  ancient  tower 

(Rndolph  was  he  hight)  did  hold  his  state ; 
Here  in  pride  of  birth  and  wealth  and  power 
Sought  he  to  himself  a  princely  mate ; 
With  a  gallant  train 
Spurred  he  forth  amain; 
Proudly  rode  they  through  the  arched  gate. 
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"  Fair  was  young  Katrina,  softly  blushing 

As  the  glow  of  dawn  upon  the  sky  ; 
Music  ever  from  her  lips  was  gushing. 
Tender  rose  her  lily  cheek  did  dye, 
Andy  intent  to  snare, 
Love  lay  basking  there 
'Neath  the  fringes  of  her  deep  blue  eye. 

"  She,  of  budding  Peace  the  gentle  daughter. 

How  could  she  e'er  love  him,  "War's  stem  son  ? 
Yet  unto  his  tow'r  he  proudly  brought  her, 
Lightly  wooed,  alas !  and  lightly  won. 
"Woe  to  fickle  love. 
Sent  not  from  above ! 
Soon,  too  soon,  its  erring  course  is  run ! 

"  For  a  time,  her  angel  presence  beaming 

E'en  the  dungeon  of  his  heart  made  bright, 
As  the  sun,  through  ruined  ramparts  gleaming, 
Clothes  the  gloomy  walls  with  golden  light ; 
But  the  brighter  day 
Swiftly  passed  away, 
Swallowed  up  in  black  and  utter  night. 

"  Blooms  the  rose  upon  the  icy  mountain  ? 

Coos  the  dove  within  the  eagle's  nest  ? 
Soon,  too  soon  is  frozen  love's  warm  fountain, 

Poured  in  vain  against  a  rugged  breast ; 

VOL.  m.  N 
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Oh!  were  this  but  all! 
Doth  my  tale  appal  ? 
Let  me  gather  voice,  and  tell  the  rest. 

''  O'er  his  darkened  mind  came  slowly  creeping 

Jealous  hate,  the  cursed  child  of  hell. 
Burning  still  in  waking  and  in  sleeping 

'Gainst  his  bride,  whom  once  he  loved  so  well ; 
Doubt  on  doubt  did  roll, 
Till  his  tortured  soul 
Goaded  him  to  purpose  fierce  and  fell. 

'^  Darkest  night  the  ancient  tow'rs  had  shrouded, 

Dark  as  that  fierce  chieftain's  gloomy  soul ; 
All  was  still,  save  •from  the  sky  o'erclouded 
Broke  at  times  the  thunder's  crushing  roll ; 
Lightnings  hurled  their  glare 
Through  the  murky  air, 
Slowly  knelled  the  midnight's  solemn  toll. 

''Whence  that  shriek  that  echoes  through  the  castle, 

Pealing  wi^d  abound,  above,  below  ? 
Is  it  but  the  revel-cry  of  wassail 
Which  its  spond  afieuc  tlm>ugh  night  doth  thxow? 
Is  you  tpdckling  line 
Bi^t  the  blpo^rved  wine 
Which  from  out  the  banquet-ball  doth  fiiow  ? 
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"  Horror,  horror !  on  the  floor  extended 

Lies,  a  corse,  that  young  and  lovely  wife ; 
Gapes  her  bosom  with  the  wound  that  ended 
With  one  firiendly  stroke  her  wretched  life ; 
Eigid,  ghastly  white, 
O'er  her  stands  the  knight, 
Straining  in  his  grasp  the  reeking  knife. 

"  From  that  scene  of  blood  he  swiftly  hurried, 
Striving  now  to  cloak  the  deed  with  guile ; 
'Keath  a  sculptured  marble  is  she  buried, 
O'er  heir  now  the  clammy  clay  they  pile ; 
But  the  stained  floor. 
Ever  fresh  with  gore. 
Mocked  his  guilty  haste  and.  fruitless  toil. 

<'  In  his  banquet-hall  was  Budolph  seated, 

Sternly  musing  as  he  sat  alone ; 
Wildly  by  the  rattling  casements  fleeted 
Bushing  storm-blasts  with  unearthly  moan^ 
When  a  sudden  fear, 
As  of  horror  near. 
Thrilled  in  shudd'ring  through  each  nerve  and  bone. 

**  Then  the  brands  that  on  the  hearth  were  glowing 

Sudden  cast  a  blue  and  lurid  glare, 
Fitfal  gleams  amid  the  darkness  l^irowing, 

While,  without,  the  lightnings  flred  the  air, 
VOL.  m.  N  2 
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And  the  portraits  all 
Hung  around  the  hall, 
Half  reyealedy  on  him  did  grimly  stare. 

'*  Dead  and  chilly  waxed  the  air  around  him, 

Vainly  struggled  he  himself  to  free, 
Vainly  strove  to  burst  the  spell  that  bound  him ; 
Like  a  statue  still  and  pale  sate  he  ; 
'Gan  his  hair  uprise. 
And  he  closed  his  eyes, 
FeeiUng  present  what  he  durst  not  see ! 

"  But  his  straining  eyelids  part  asunder, 

Vainly  shunning  visions  of  aflWght ; 
Louder  the  storm,  and  nearer  crashed  the  thunder. 
As  the  phantom  grew  beneath  his  sight. 
Soon  his  eye  might  trace 
Woman's  form  and  face, 
Livid  blue,  and  grim  with  ghastly  light. 

"  Slow  to  view  each  weU-remembered  feature 
Shapes  itself — 'tis  She — his  murdered  wife  I 
Lovely  still,  as  ere  her  gentle  nature 

'l^eath  his  wiLi  lay  crushed,  too  weak  for  strife : 
O'er  her  breast  of  snow 
Still  the  blood  doth  flow 
From  the  wound  whence  fled  her  gentle  life. 
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"  Lovely  still ;  but  through  his  life-blood  thrilling, 

From  her  eye  a  glassy  light  did  stream, 
As  the  moon,  with  lustre  pale  and  chilling, 
On  a  frozen  lake  doth  cast  its  beam ; 
Ghastly  wan  was  she, 
Plainly  might  he  see 
Through  her  shadowy  form  the  taper's  gleam. 

"  Anguished  horror  bursts  the  spells  that  bind  him, 

From  the  hall  he  flies  aghast  and  pale ; 
But  the  ghostly  shadow  hard  behind  him 
Follows  still — swift  flight  may  nought  avail ! 
Wild  unearthly  cries 
Round  the  tower  arise, 
Fiendish  laughter  swells  upon  the  gale. 

"  On  his  downy  couch  so  richly  moulded 

Falls  he  now,  but  seeks  in  vain  for  rest ! 
In  her  cold  embrace  his  form  she  folded, 

And  with  damp  white  lips  his  cheek  she  prest. 
On  his  burning  head 
Hot  as  molten  lead 
Drops  the  dark  blood  from  her  riven  breast. 

"  Up  he  springs,  and  to  the  rampart  rushes. 
Frenzy  through  his  reeling  brain  doth  thrill ; 

From  his  foaming  lips  a  wild  shriek  gushes, 
Echoed  wildly  from  the  fir-clad  hill ; 
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From  the  topmost  stone 
Madly  leaps  he  down — 
Sounds  one  sullen  plxmge — then  all  is  still. 

''  Never  firom  that  hour  hath  foot  of  mortal 
Wandered  'neath  that  dreary  castle  wall ; 
StUl  the  gore-stream  trickles  from  the  portal, 
StiU  the  shriekings  peal  from  out  the  hall, 
Nor  by  night  nor  day 
Can  the  curse  decay 
Until  Time  shall  end,  and  Nature  fall !" 

Queen's  Coll.,  Oxon.  Diogenes. 
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THE  COTTAGE  BY  THE  HIGH-BOAD. 


PART  I. 


A  MAID  at  eve  was  knitting 
Bj  a  cottage  door : 
Abore  the  lights  were  flitting 
Through  a  sycamore. 
Glancing  in  the  distance  with  an  anxious  eye, 
Where  white  amid  the  woodlands  wound  the  highway  by. 
Climbing  up  the  uplands  till  it  met  the  sky, 
"The  night  is  near,"  she  whispered,  ''sure  his  step  is  nigh." 
Then  arose  a  sighing 

In  the  sycamore. 
And  the  wind  replying 

Whispered,  "  iNTeTOT  more." 
Beside  the  maid  a  lily 

By  its  sister  hung. 
In  the  air  so  stilly 

Tten  it  bowed  and  swung. 
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As  the  wind,  returning 

From  the  western  skies 
Where  long  red  lights  were  burning, 

Shook  the  summer  &es ; 
Then  began  a-sighing 

In  the  sycamore, 
And  to  the  maid  replying 

Whispered,  'Never-more,' 
And  her  features  saddened  slowly  till  the  tears  ran  o'er. 

When  lights  had  ceased  from  flitting 

Through  the  sycamore 
The  maiden  left  off  knitting 
By  the  cottage  door. 
She  took  one  ga2;e  all  wistM  with  a  silent  eye, 
Where  climbing  up  the  woodland  wound  the  high-road  by, 
White  against  the  twilight  as  it  met  the  sky, 
Until  her  heart  grew  heavy  and  she  heaved  a  sigh, 
And  she  whispered  slowly,  ** Would  his  step  were  nigh!" 
And,  "I  can  wait  no  longer,  ere  midnight  I  die." 
Then  she  snapped  the  Hly 

With  its  silver  stalk, 
As  they  hung  so  stilly 

O'er  the  gravel  walk ; 
And  through  the  door  she  entered, 

Closed  it  from  behind. 
Then  pausing  turned  and  lingered, 
As  she  caught  the  wind 
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Begin  again  a-sighing 

Through  the  sycamore, 
And  the  leaves  replying 

Whisper,  *I^ever-niore!' 
Then  she  shivered,  backward  leaning  pale  against  the  door. 

She  mounted  up  the  staircase, 

Laid  her  down  to  rest, 
And  placed  the  lilies  crossways 
On  her  troubled  breast. 
Gazing  through  the  casement  with  a  weary  eye. 
Where  white  against  the  moonlight  wound  the  high-road  by, 
Climbing  up  the  woodlands  till  it  met  the  sky, 
She  said,  '^  His  step  I  hear  not,"  and  she  heaved  a  sigh, 
"But  Death,  I  hear  him  coming,"  and,  "Ere  mom  I  die !" 
Through  the  lattice,  branch-o'ershaded. 

Streamed  the  harvest  moon 
Down  upon  her  as  .she  fSoded 

Slowly  in  a  swoon. 
Then  rose  a  breezy  sighing 

In  the  sycamore. 
And  the  wind  replying 

Whispered,  "Never-more," 
And  she  murmured,  dying, 
"Dreary  life  is  o'er," 
But  the  moon  with  lifted  eyelash  watched  her  as  before. 
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PART     II. 


He  galloped  on  with  slackened  rein, 
He  reached  the  hill-top,  down  again 
Amid  the  woodlands  to  the  plain : 

He  rode  in  haste,  and  it  was  late ; 
The  summer  night  was  at  its  noon. 
His  face  looked  flushed  against  the  moon 
As  o'er  his  horse  he  bent ; 

But  when  he  reached  the  garden  gate 
He  almost  fell  into  a  swoon, 

And  pale,  dismounting,  backward  leant. 

The  night  was  heavy,  hot  and  close. 
And  slumbered  in  a  dead  repose : 
A  silent  horror  in  him  froze. 

With  ^e  long  strides  he  reached  the  door. 
Above  arose  a  breezy  sigh 
Between  the  cottagp  and  the  sky^ 
His  heart  within,  him  leapt ; 

The  wind  was  in  the  sycamose : 
Two  broken  lily-stalks  shook  by ; 

He  raised  the  latch,  and  in  he  stept. 
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The  cry  of  Death  was  in  his  ears ; 
Like  one  who  flees  in  lone  nightmares 
He  hurried  headlong  down  the  stairs. 

And  fiercely  fumbled  for  the  latch  : 
The  door  swung  wide — ^in  streamed  the  moon — 
The  night  was  waning  from  its  noon. 
He  reached  the  garden  gate : 

The  sycamore  wailed  o'er  the  thatch : 
He  strode  his  horse  and  spurred  him  on, 

And  muttered  to  himself,  *  Too  late !' 

Within  his  ears  a  rushing  roar : 

He  never  rode  so  fast  before : 

He  gained  the  brownlands  of  the  moor, 

Then  from  the  high-road  turned  aside : 
The  sweat  along  his  steed  ran  down  : 
The  wind  went  from  them  with  a  moan, 
They  dipped  into  a  hollow. 

The  bog  gave  way  on  either  side, 
The  horse  sank  under,  'neath  the  moon — 
His  rider  like  a  dream  did  follow. 

OxoN.  Wentwooi>. 
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COLLEGE   EHTMES. 


"  The  blosiom  of  the  flying  Terms."— r«nny#on. 


^^tr0Spjert- 


^H  didst  thou  ever  watcb  the  moimtam  stream. 
Sparkling  and  glancing  in  the  sun's  bright  beam. 
Leaping  o'er  rocks,  or  gently  gliding  by, 
'Midst  verdant  slopes,  with  wild  birds'  minstrelsy 
To  charm  the  ear,  and  flowers  to  please  the  sight, 
Whilst  here  and  .there  a  giant  granite's  height, 
Crested  with  scanty  moss  and  waving  fern. 
Above  a  silent  pool  hangs  dark  and  stem  ? 
And  ever  and  anon  amid  that  gloom. 
Like  to  the  Cronach  o'er  a  chieftain's  tomb, 
Rise  bubbles  uncontrolled  and  fiercely  strong. 
With  gushing  sobs,  whose  sound  is  borne  along 
Across  the  heath,  with  moans  which  shepherds  say 
Recall  the  Water  Kelpie's  doleful  lay. 

VOL.  IV.  B 
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Thinky  then,  the  life  of  man  to  be  this  stream, 
Its  sparkling  sunlit  foam  tlie  joyous  dream 
Of  ardent  youth,  the  dark  and  silent  pool 
The  hour  when  Love  omnipotent  holds  rule 
O'er  hearts  deceived,  when  rage  within  the  breast 
Fierce  sobs  of  grief  that  will  not  be  repressed. 
'Tis  past ;  the  dream  is  o'er :  but  even  now. 
Though  time  perchance  has  taught  thy  soul  to  bow 
'I^eath  the  decrees  of  fate,  sad  memories  oft, 
Eising  in  whirlpools  of  emotion  soft, 
Bush  all  unasked,  unbidden,  to  thy  heart, 
And  brim  thine  eyes  with  tears — ^tears  which  impart 
A  jewelled  armour  'gainst  all  worldly  strife, 
Spangling  the  darker  currents  of  thy  life. 

C.  C,  Cambridge.  F.  H.  A. 
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"  'EdiTi  Se  ijir/^  Tf  MvKeplyf  Kara  tovq  voXiftrae,  koX  ravra 
iirvnjilevovTi    irpOrov    Kwciov    &p^ai    cXeyov    r^v    dvyaripa 

hrodavovtray  aiirov <l>acrl  ^j)  ahrijy  Serfifivcu 

Tov  irarpbi   MvKeplvov  iaroQviiaKovagy^  kv  rf  ivtavr^  &ra$ 
/Luv  TOV  ijXioy  Korideiy.^ 

^Cf  ASTEN  back  yon  heavy-folded  awning, 
*      Let  me  look  upon  the  dying  day : 
I  shall  never  see  another  dawning, 
And  in  light  I  fain  would  pass  away. 
Let  the  red  sun  shine 
Where  his  glance  divine 
Yet  may  cheer  mine  unforsaken  clay. 

Eaise  me  up,  and  turn  my  face  to  I^orthward, 

Where  old  I^ile  runs  turbidly  and  strong : 
All  day  long  I  hear  him  sweeping  forward, 
And  he  seems  to  bear  my  soul  along. 
Strangely  leading  me 
To  an  unknown  sea, 
With  dim  music  of  a  murmured  song. 

vol.  IV.  B  2 
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Come  thou  near  me,  father.     "  Dearest,  dearest," 

Other  name  thou  never  hadst  for  me. 
Call  me  so  but  once  again ;  thou  cheerest 
This  faint  spirit  that  shall  soon  be  free. 
Let  thy  love  again, 
Mightier  than  all  pain, 
Sink  into  my  soul  inyincibly. 


Lay  thy  hands  in  mine,  and  clasp  them  to  thee : 

Lay  thy  cheek  to  mine,  nor  sorrow  now 
Though  our  Gods'  cold  hatred  doth  pursue  thee ; 
Face  their  thankless  anger — ^yield  not  thou. 
Not  for  love  or  prayer 
Will  our  tyrants  spare, 
Not  for  mystic  dance  nor  frantic  vow. 


I  shall  meet  thee  soon  again,  though  thickly 

Comes  this  death-shade,  sundering  thee  and  me : 
They  shall  send  thee  to  thy  rest  fuU  quickly. 
Where  our  thousand  sires  lie  gloriously. 
Yes,  their  souls  despise 
Love  and  sacrifice, 
Since  their  murderous  scourge  thou  wilt  not  be. 
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Thou  art  gentle,  and  their  voice  is  "  Slaughter ;" 

They  are  strong  to  rain,  thou  to  save : 
So  they  dare  not  spare  thee,  and  thy  daughter 
Goes  before  thee  to  her  maiden  grave. 
Yon  pale  shallop  waits, 
And  the  cold-eyed  Fates 
Seckon  dimly  over  the  dead  wave. 


Father !  while  there  yet  remain  that  love  me, 

Yearly  let  them  bring  me  from  my  rest : 
Let  the  well-loved  sunshine  stream  above  me, 
With  warm  radiance  on  my  lifeless  breast. 
So  my  soul  shall  be 
Yery  near  to  thee. 
Seeking  all  it  loved  on  earth  the  best. 


Ch.  Ch.,  Oxfokd.  R,  T. 
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'  ^^'^S  ^^  ^6  ^ore  of  a  sammer  sea, 

^     That  my  Love's  &ir  face  first  dawned  on  me, 
Where  the  green  waves  murmured  their  drowsy  song, 
As  they  broke  on  the  bright  sand  all  day  long. 

How  happy  that  day  by  the  sunlit  sea, 

How  blest  in  the  records  of  memory! 

Oh!  joy  that  my  tongue  can  never  tell. 

That  first  sight  of  the  face  which  I  love  so  well ! 

And  now,  when  I  stand  on  the  lonely  shore, 
And  list  to  the  billows'  monotonous  roar, 
I  think  of  the  dear  voice  that  whispered  to  me 
Its  first  murmur  of  love  by  the  sunlit  sea ! 

And  as  oft  as' I  gaze  on  the  tranquil  breast 
Of  a  still  summer  ocean  sunken  to  rest, 
I  breathe  out  my  thanks  to  the  lone,  wide  sea, 
Where  the  joy  of  my  life  first  dawned  on  me. 

B.N.C.,  OXFOW).  W.B. 
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ff%  OOD  game  is  plentifdl  round  Alton  lodge, 

^*     Squire  Alton's  shooting-box ;  and  here  I  spent 

Two  merry  months  last  Christmas.    Hither  I 

Came  sad,  and  sick  at  heart,  and  hence  I  went 

With  nerves  new-braoed,  and  boisterous  health  restored, 

To  fight  the  windy  battles  of  the  law. 

Tor  I  had  wasted  all  my  truest  love 

Upon  a  maiden  higher  than  myself 

In  rank  and  worldly  station ;  whose  fair  brow 

Was  bom  to  bear  a  coronet.    And  though  I  knew 

The  sweetest  chord  of  that  wild  harp  her  heart 

Made  music  only  at  my  whispered  name, 

I  did  not  dare,  fearing  the  world's  black  frown 

(To  whom  true  love  is  nothing,  money  all), 

To  claim  a  promise  which  she  would  accord ; 

But  shunned  her  house,  and  grew  misanthropic, 

Carking  the  freshness  of  a  youthful  heart 

With  gloomy  thoughts  of  what  could  never  be. 
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Of  this  the  kindly  Squire  remotely  heard. 
And,  for  he  knew  my  father  when  a  boy, 
Invited  me,  with  talk  of  cocks  and  snipes, 
Of  guns,  retrievers,  pointers,  gronjse,  and  hares, 
To  spend  some  time  with  him :  '  He  was  alone — 
He  knew  my  taste  that  way — a  country  breeze 
Would  make  me  all  the  better.     I  must  come.' 


And  so  I  went,  and,  whirled  into  the  North, 
Porgot  the  cloud  that  frowned  upon  my  life, 
And  listened  to  Squire  Alton's  hearty  laugh. 
But  in  the  evening,  when  our  day  was  done, 
He  with  his  pipe,  a  yard  of  blanched  clay, 
Would  talk  away  the  hours ;  so  by  degrees 
He  knew  my  story,  and  had  pledged  his  word 
To  tell  me  his — a  tale  of  happy  love — 
Upon  the  setting  of  to-morrow's  sun. 
Nor  was  I  slow  to  stir  his  memory 
With  hints  and  inuendoes  of  the  pledge ; 
Till  suddenly  he  took  the  cue,  and  said, — 
"  Ah,  well !  long  years  have  passed,  and  twenty  Mays 
Have  followed  twenty  Aprils  to  their  graves, 
Since  that  sweet  summer  day.     Yet  still  my  heart 
Goes  fluttering  down  the  vista  of  the  Past, 
To  that  one  day,  when,  by  the  sunlit  sea, 
I  saw  my  love  of  twenty  years  ago 
Blush  maiden  silence  into  sweet  assent." 
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And  here  the  Squire  was  ^ent,  but  his  pipe, 
As  who  should  make  amends  for  dearth  of  words. 
Sent  aery  circles  and  convolved  wreaths 
Through  all  the'  chamber.    Lastly  I  exclaimed,  — 
"  But  is  there  not  some  story,  sir  ?    I  thought 
Your  promise  was  to  teach  me  with  a  tale." 

Said  he,  as  if  he  half  hung  back  in  shame, 
Abruptly,  **  Yes,  I  won  her :  that  is  all." 

"  But,  sir — "  for  I  was  discontent,  and  deemed 
That  still  there  lurked  behind  his  *  twenty  years ' 
Some  narrative  of  lover's  strategy. 
Some  pebble  in  the  stream  to  fret  the  course 
Of  true  love's  tenor.     Still  the  Squire  puffed  on. 
Until  it  seemed  as  if  the  rosy  queen, 
Whom  he  had  thus  invoked,  had  woven  round 
His  honest  head  the  self-same  mist  opaque 
With  which  she  wrapped  ^neas. 

But  at  length 
He  put  his  hand  upon  my  arm  and  said. 
As  to  himself,  yet  half  aloud,  ^^  I  know 
She  wiU  not  blame  me  if  I  tell  the  boy." 
And  then  to  me,  "  So  you  will  have  it  ?     Well ! 
I'll  teU  the  tale.     Yet,  for  we  underrate 
Another's  feelings,  do  not  deem  me  fond, 
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A  middle-aged  dotard^  if  the  light 

Of  youthful  summers  break  upon  my  words, 

And  I  should  mellow  into  sentiment. 


"  0,  Charlie,  Charlie !  she  was  passing  fbir. 
The  rector's  daughter  in  her  seventeenth  May, 
"When  first  I  knew  her ;  I,  a  noisy  boy, 
Just  home  from  college,  and  the  wild  delights 
Of  sweeping  oars,  and  river  victories. 
I  saw  and  worshipped,  rather,  scarcely  dared 
To  dream  of  worship.     In  my  soul  I  set 
A  pedestal  of  chastest  purity. 
And  she— she  was  the  angel  that  should  deign 
To  stand  upon  it,  folding  silver  wings  ; 
And  I,  unworthy,  marred,  contaminate 
By  those  light  words  that  are  the  bane  of  youth. 
And  fly  about  in  jest  and  badinage, — 
Just  as  one  sees  the  flying  motes  and  dust 
When  sunlight  is  admitted,  so  I  them, 
And  saw  myself  and  knew  I  was  not  meet 
To  kneel  and  look  upon  so  sweet  a  thing. 
Then  turning  inward  on  myself  I  swore 
*  That  if  a  life  that  henceforth  fought  and  strove 
For  whitest  purity  of  thought  and  deed. 
And  agonized  towards  some  noble  end. 
Could  wipe  away  those  deeply-damning  spots, 
I  would  be  worthy  her.'    For  this  is  true  love's  crown, 
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Which  starlike  sits  upon  her  holy  brow, 
That  she  should  be  the  light  that  leads  man  on 
From  all  the  blackness  of  a  selfish  life. 
To  strife  and  battle  for  another's  good. 


"  So  through  the  next  two  years  my  mind  was  bent 
On  this  one  purpose,  and  to  this  I  held ; 
And  foughf  my  way  through  aU  the  schoolmen's  books — 
A  seeming  waste  of  time,  yet  necessary — 
And  grew  profound  upon  the  use  of  &v, 
And  all  the  mystery  of  conjunctive  moods, 
And  piles  of  tinsel  with  which  scholars  love 
To  cloud  the  meaning  of  the  grand  old  Greeks. 
Until  at  length  I  grasped  the  student's  prize, 
And  murmured  inly,  *  Not  for  me,  but  her.^ 
Then,  home  returning,  dreamt  that  I  could  dare 
To  gaze  upon  that  chastest  pedestal, 
And  her,  the  angel  that  should  sometime  deign 
To  stand  upon  it,  folding  silver  wings. 
But  when  I  saw  her,  purer  grown,  more  sweet. 
By  gracious  ofiices  of  daily  love, 
And  all  the  simple  charities  of  home, 
I  could  but  smite  my  brow,  and  cry  aloud 
'  Too  fair,  too  pure !    I  am  no  nearer  yet ;' 
And  murmur  to  the  woods  around  her  home 
^  I  am  no  nearer ;'  tell  the  twilight  star 
^  Too  fair,  too  pure ! '  until  my  manhood  sank 
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Behind  the  mist  of  seeming  hopeless  love, 
And  tangled  inferences. 

"  Then  my  solace  was 
To  read  the  songs  by  ancient  poets  song 
In  old  Arcadia,  and  to  dream  away, 
By  reedy  torrents,  or  by  shelly  creeks, 
A  useless  life ;  when  haply  once  I  saw 
These  words  writ  on  a  page  that  haunts  me  still, — 
'  If  love  be  true,  it  equalizes  all/ 
This  was  the  sword  that  cut  my  knotted  doubts ; 
This  was  the  son  that  rent  my  dreary  doud. 
And  shone  athwart  my  life  with  mystic  joy, 
And  made  a  music  in  my  heart  of  hearts, 
That  as  I  hastened  homeward  through  the  wood 
The  woodbine  scarcely  bent  beneath  my  feet, 
The  eglantine  showered  roses  in  my  way. 
And  vagrant  birds,  in  leafy  coverts  hid. 
Sang  but  one  song,  for  every  song  was  this : — 
'  If  love  be  true,  it  equalizes  all.' 

'<  Ah !  years  have  fled  since  then.    I  am  the  Squire, 
And  she — she  calls  me  husband,  but  I  bless 
That  kind  old  poet  from  my  inmost  soul, 
1^0  gave  me  heart  to  win  my  dearest  prize. 
For,  when  the  setting  sun  behind  the  limes 
Had  shimmered  down  with  half-a-hundred  hues, 
I  sought  her,  and  I  found  her  by  the  sea, 
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I^ot  distant  from  the  rectory  :  and  here 
She  walked  alone,  and  in  her  glorious  hair 
One  rose. 

"  I  met  her :  *  She  had  known  me  long, 
I  knew  myself  unworthy.     Should  I  dare 
To  hope  ?    She  only  was  the  one  bright  star 
To  guide  my  bark  athrough  the  waves  of  life  ; 
And  I  would  worship,  watch,  and  truly  love. 
Her  only,  only,  till  the  hour  of  death  : 

0  could  she,  would  she,  give  me  love  for  love  ?' 

"  And  here  this  eve,  she  said  the  tiny  word 
That  for  these  twenty  years  has  been  my  bliss. 
And  then  I  found  that  she  had  loved  me  long, 

1  nothing  knowing.     0,  had  I  but  known ! 
For  truly  says  the  old  Arcadian  song, — 

'  If  love  be  true,  it  equalizes  all.' 

"  Ah !  well,  my  story  has  but  little  in  it. 
It  is  no  story,  but  an  old,  old  tale, 
And  cooriginal  with  Earth  itself. 
But,  Charlie,  perhaps  you'd  like  to  hear  a  song, 
A  little  song  she  made  one  summer  day  : 
You  know  how  true  love  magnifies  each  thing. 
For  I  that  morning,  while  the  day  was  young, 
Sought  out  my  bark — ^I  always  loved  the  sea — 
And  fled  before  the  laughter  of  the  wind. 
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To  spend  the  day  at  Little  Yssletoiiy 

A  sea-dde  village,  twenty  miles  away ; 

And,  like  a  lover  in  chiyalric  days, 

I  took  a  gentle  carrier  dove  of  hers. 

Then,  at  the  interval  of  twenty  miles, 

I  cnt  the  string  that  held  it,  knitting  first 

A  lover's  letter  nndemeath  its  wing. 

But,  as  a  tempest  threatened  in  the  West, 

I  sooner  than  my  pnipose  left  the  place, 

And,  with  a  wind  conveniently  reversed, 

Drave  quickly  out  across  the  darkened  sea. 

And  reached  my  starting -place  an  hour  past  noon : 

Then  went  to  Edith,  for  it  was  her  wont 

To  sit  with  some  light  mystery  of  silk. 

And  dainty  implements  of  female  work, 

Beneath  an  arbour  trellised  ivywise. 

That  overlooked  her  garden  and  the  sea. 

"  And  there  I  found  her,  but  she  saw  me  not. 
But  sang  this  song,  of  words  unheard  before. 
In  undertone,  and  sad  with  sweet  despair : — 

'  I  love  my  Love.    Eetum,  0  absent  Love ! 
I  love  my  Love.    Just  now  his  tiny  bark 
Ban  out  across  the  ripples  and  away. 
The  wind  sat  in  his  curven-sailed  lateen : 
The  cloven  waters  rang  around  his  prow. 
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'  I  love  my  Love.    I  saw  the  little  skiff 
Skim  by  yon  headland,  and  a  thousand  rays 
Smote  on  the  sail,  and  on  the  morning  sea ; 
Smote  on  the  sea,  and  all  the  sea  was  gold, 
A  sheet  of  molten  glory  in  the  sun. 


'  I  love  my  Love.    He  waved  a  last  farewell. 
0  silken  signal !    I  can  see|[it]yet. 
My  Love  is  gone,  but  with  my  Love  is  gone 
A  milk-white  dove — ^I  fed  it  mom  and  eve — 
To  bring  me  tokens  fi:om  the  distant  sea. 


*  I  love  my  Love.    Eetum,  0  milk-white  dove ! 
I  call,  his  Edith  calls,  return,  0  dove ! 
And  let  me  take  thee  fluttering  to  my  breast, 
And  take  his  message  to  my  fluttering  heart. 
I  languish  waiting.    Hasten,  milk-white  dove ! 


'  I  love  my  Love.    At  noon  I  walked  alone, 
And  saw  the  surf  break  on  the  strand,  and  sighed 
At  the  eternal  solitude  of  its  refrain ; 
And,  thence  returned,  I  heard  the  staircase  clock. 
Tick  out  unutterable  loneliness. 
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'  I  love  my  Love.     0  cooing,  milk-white  dove, 
Bright  bird,  sweet  bird,  thou  comeet  &om  afar. 
To  gladden  all  my  chamber  with  his  love, 
Who  sent  thee.     Thou  shalt  rest  beside  thy  mate, 
And  I  with  my  Love's  love  will  rest  and  wait.' 

"  Just  one  week  later,  from  the  ivied  church 
The  merry  ringers,  with  their  brawny  arms. 
Bang  out  a  wedding  peal,  and  hill  to  hill 
Tossed  back  the  echoes  of  the  silver  chime." 

Here  paused  the  Squire,  and  we  long  time  remained 
In  thoughtM  silence ;  then,  for  it  was  late, 
We  grasped  each  other's  palms,  and  with  "  Good  night " 
We  parted  :  I  to  seek  my  room,  and  muse 
In  reverie  on  what  the  story  meant.  ' 

The  moon  was  Ml.     I  threw  my  lattice  up, 
And  looked  across  the  meadows  and  the  fen, 
And  from  them  all  the  mist,  that  softly  rose. 
Seemed  to  be  wreathing  weird  fantastic  shapes, 
That  slowly  formed  themselves  into  a  shaft. 
Whose  architrave  was  heaven,  whose  plinth  and  base 
The  earth  :  and,  from  the  under-lying  land, 
Spirally  wound  this  legend  to  the  skies, — 
*  If  love  be  true,  it  equalizes  all.' 

Ty'e  Ywen. 
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[Suggested  by  the  Painting  by  Paul  de  la  Roche.] 


^H  sad  to  see  that  maiden  beauty  sleep 
Upon  the  silent  bosom  of  the  deep, 
And  all  those  graces  hushed  in  rest 
Upon  the  cold  dark  river's  rippling  breast ; 

To  see  the  wavelets  bear  away  that  form 

So  lately  bright  with  joy,  with  youthhood  warm : 

Bearing  it  onward,  outward  to  the  sea — 

The  dark  and  shoreless  ocean  of  eternity. 

The  golden  tresses  kiss  that  icy  stream ; 
Those  gentle  eyes  are  closed,  as  if  they  dream 
Of  friends,  of  home,  of  all  life's  sweetest  hours, 
Of  summer  days,  and  brightly-blooming  flowers. 

VOL.  IV.  c 
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Those  lipsy  that  might  have  known  a  mother's  bliss, 
To  taste  with  doting  love  a  first-bom's  kiss, 
Are  sealed  for  ever.     And  the  silver  voice, 
That  might  have  made  a  husband's  heart  rejoice, 

Is  silent.     And  the  tender  hands  are  tied, 
Drooping  all  powerless  by  the  maiden's  side ; 
While  the  dark  river  rears  its  purple  crest, 
And  recks  not  of  the  burden  on  its  breast ! 

But  oh!  why  weep  at  such  untimely  doom  ? 
What  though  the  bud  be  plucked  before  it  bloom  ? 
A  heavenly  glory  gleams  above  her  head, 
Which  He,  who  is  her  Light,  Himself  on  her  hath  shed. 

Oh !  why  regret  life's  fleeting  joys  and  cares, 
For  her,  who  now  a  peace  unbroken  shares  ? 
What  countless  gain,  and  oh !  what  little  loss. 
To  wear  a  Martyr's  crown,  and  lose  a  cross ! 

Ear  nobler  portion !     Eobed  in  fleckless  white. 
To  dwell,  a  virgin,  in  approachless  light ; 
Be  like  the  bridegroom — oh !  unuttered  bliss ! 
To  know  Him,  and  to  "  see  Him  as  He  is !" 

Pemb.  Coll.,  Oxford,  R.  S.  C 
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KXpIHE  Bun  it  shineth  biigbtlyy 
*     But  dim  to  me  its  brightness ; 
The  wild  bird  skimmeth  lightly, 

Mocking  me  with  its  lightness ; 
The  crested  wave  it  breaketh 

Upon  the  lone  sea-shore ; 
The  giant  sea-cave  quaketh, 

Beechoing  its  roar. 
And  aye  my  heart  resembleth 

That  hollow  ocean  caye. 
As  motimfally  it  trembleth, 

Tom  by  deep  sorrow's  wave. 
For  thou,  my  friend,  beloved  and  true, 

Dost  sleep  beneath  yon  sea. 
And  all  the  love  my  life  e'er  knew 

lies  buried  there  with  thee. 


C.  C,  Cambridge.  F.  H,  A. 


VOL.  IV. 


g2 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


^Umt    ^kViBVLXt^. 


Presented  by  Jones  to  Mrs.  Jones,  on  the  Anniversary  of  their 
"Wedding-day. 


X  SING  the  joys  of  picnicing, 
^     The  pleasures  of  flirtation ; 
Gk)od  reason  have  I,  while  I  sing, 
For  self-congratulation. 


When  first  we  met,  your  graces,  love, 
Compelled  me  to  adore  you — 

A  cloudless  sky  was  spread  above, 
A  mutton-pie  before  you — 


When,  seated  on  a  crumbling  stone. 
Beside  that  ancient  Abbey, 

You  said,  in  an  embarrassed  tone, 
*'  I've  overpaid  the  cabby  !'* 
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Above,  we  heard  the  Abbey-bell, 
Before  us  spread  the  cloisters ; 
And  can't  you  stiU  remember  well 
'     The  flavour  of  the  oysters  ? 


Well  filled  the  pannier  was  with  beer, 
For  you^d  engaged  to  stock  it ; 

And  I  observed  a  corkscrew,  dear, 
Protruding  from  your  pocket. 


Expert  in  all  the  arts  that  try 

The  feelings  of  a  suitor. 
How  well  that  corkscrew  you  could  ply, 

And  brim  the  proffered  pewter ! 


Once,  down  that  lovely  cheek  of  thine 

I  saw  a  tear-drop  trickle : 
You  said,  "  I  never  care  to  dine 

Without  a  cabbage-pickle.*' 


A  strange  sensation  seemed  to  steal 
Through  every  nerve  and  sinew ; 

'Twas  then  I  first  began  to  feel 
A  lover's  interest  in  you. 
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I  marked  you  with  emotion  eye 
The  shrimps  superhly  potted ; 

The  lion's  share  (my  heart  heat  high  I) 
To  me  your  hand  allotted. 


And  (higher  heat  my  heart)  your  arm 
Supplied  me  with  the  mustard : 

Black  currants  lent  your  lips  a  charm, 
Profusely  mixed  with  custard. 


You  seemed  to  me  as  Yenus  fair, 
As  Hehe  young  and  merry, 

And  faster  went  my  heart  whene'er 
You  handed  round  the  sherry. 


And  oh !  with  what  bewitching  ease 
You  warbled  forth  that  ballad, 

While  I  attacked  the  grated  cheese. 
And  helped  myself  to  salad ! 


Your  hand  stole  into  mine,  I  felt 
Bewildered  for  a  minute  : 

But  then  my  heart  began  to  melt — 
There  was  a  walnut  in  it. 
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How  tenderly  that  nut  I  peeled ! 

How  daintily  I  placed  it 
Upon  your  plate,  and  by  you  kneeled, 

And  bothered  you  to  taste  it ! 


'Twas  then  I  courted  you,  and  then 
I  won  your  approbation ; 

Such  power  hath  a  walnut,  when 
Used  with  discrimination. 


"No  wonder,  then,  that  I  maintain 

A  picnic's  wondrous  virtue 
To  bind  one  fast  in  Cupid's  chain — 

A  chain  that  ne'er  will  hurt  you. 

A.  G. 
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J^appl^o's   ^amtni 


Earthy  that  liest  chill 
Beneath  the  starlight  still, 
So  moumM  that  thy  sun  no  more  doth  shine ; 
What  canst  thou  know  of  sad. 
That  shouldst  almost  be  glad, 
Or  what  is  thy  brief  sorrow  unto  mine  ? 

For,  though  the  amorous  deep 

Hath  him  enticed  to  sleep, 
He  will  arise  to  kiss  those  tears  away : 

But,  as  for  my  delight, 

He  comes  not  all  the  night. 
And  Sappho's  love  returns  not  with  the  day. 

Ah !  wherefore  do  I  sing, 

Or  touch  the  tremulous  string 
That  could  not  him  to  fire  or  pity  move  ? 

Or  what  availeth  this,  ^ 

To  ponder  hopeless  bliss, 
To  know  that  earth  were  heaven  if  life  were  love  ? 
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He  came  with  wooings  sweet, 

And  eyes  that  did  but  greet 
To  leave  mine  dark  that  were  not  so  before : 

Now  hide  ye,  Heavens,  your  face ; 

I  come  to  thine  embrace, 
0  Death,  that  shalt  be  mine  for  evermore. 


Tein.  Coll.,  Cambbidge.  R. 
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''^Mt  Wmhnm.'' 


HAD  a  little  sister  once, 
My  young  heart's  dearest  treasure, 
The  solace  of  my  working  hours^ 
The  playmate  of  my  leisure. 


A  bright-haired,  blue-eyed  darling, 

A  little  fragile  thing, 
Like  a  May-flower  on  a  hawthom-trce 

In  the  first  blush  of  the  spring. 


I  called  her  "  Little  Sunbeam/' 
She  was  so  bright  and  fair, 

As  though  the  sun  dwelt  in  her  heart, 
And  nestled  in  her  hair ! 


,„.Goo,e  I 
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For  me  all  days  were  cheerful, 

However  dark  the  hour, 
When  she  was  blooming  near  me, 

A  bright  and  tender  flower. 


Her  silver  voice  at  day-dawn 

Was  music  to  my^ar, 
Her  foot-fall  like  the  dropping  leaves 

In  the  last  months  of  the  year. 


One  day  the  sunshine  faded, 
Out  of  my  heart  ^t  fled, 

As  I  knelt  in  silent  agony 
By  Little  Sunbeam's  bed. 


The  rose-tints  in  her  dimpled  cheeks 

Were  fading  fast  away; 
Her  lips  were  pale  and  tremulous 

Where  bright  smiles  used  to  play. 


But  still  her  eyes  looked  pity 
Upon  my  wild  despair, 

As  bending  low,  I  hid  my,  face 
In  her  shining  yellow  hair. 
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Then  came  a  little  fluttering  sigh, 

As  though  a  passing  hreeze 
Had  borne  a  leaf  or  blossom 

From  the  blooming  lilac  trees. 

And  thus  my  Sunbeam  fiaded, 

And  the  world  is  blank  to  me 
From  the  day  it  sank  for  ever 

Into  dark  Eternity. 

B.  N.  C,  Oxford  W.  B, 
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^Elom  ^itit^  nt  t^t  C^rgan. 


[From  the  last  page  of  **  Martin  Chuzzlewit."] 


^SAT  sounds  are  these  that  rise  and  fall 
So  grandly  on  the  ear  ?' 
That  shadow  dim  seems  to  recaU 
The  form  of  one  held  dear  ? 


'  Ah !  Tom,  old  Mend !'  in  bygone  years, 

As  in  this  twilight  gray, 
*  The  music  of  thine  heart  speaks  out' 

Its  secret  clear  as  day. 


Thy  life  is  calm  and  happy,  Tom ; 

Eut,  in  that  gentle  strain, 
*  The  memory  of  thine  ancient  love' 

Comes  stealing  back  again ! 
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And  now  a  merry  troop  comes  in 

Thy  sadness  to  begaile. 
And  lightly  to  more  joyful  strains 

Thou  passest  with  a  smile. . 


Till  round  about  thee  childish  forms 

'  Jump  to  the  merry  sound. 
And  bright  young  eyes  glance  up  at  thee, 

And  little  feet  dance  round.' 


'  JSer  child'  is  there  among  them,  Tom- 
She  marks  thy  thoughtful  eye, 

'And  runs  to  climb  upon  thy  knee' 
And  kiss  thee  lovingly. 


And  now  *  a  graver  air'  succeeds. 
That  tells  of  bygone  years ; 

And,  to  that  swelling  harmony, 
Eriend  after  Mend  appears. 


And  little  Euth  comes  gaily  in, 
Sedecked  with  garden-flowers, 

And  sits  and  whispers  to  thee,  Tom, 
Of  many  happy  hours. 
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Then  '  from  the  Present  and  the  Past' 

Thy  strains  divinely  rise, 
*And,  to  the  Future  soaring  on, 

Uplift  you  to  the  skies  ! ' 

Ball.  Coll.,  Oxford.  P.  F.  A. 
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Wfgt  ^nng  i^aoxim\ 


IVf  HE  ladye  she  stood  at  her  lattice  high, 
*     Wi'  her  doggie  at  her  feet ; 
Thorough  the  lattice  she  can  spy 
The  passers  in  the  street. 


'^  There's  one  that  standeth  at  the  door, 

And  tirleth  at  the  pin  : 
Now  speak  and  say,  my  popinjay,* 

If  I  saU  let  him  in." 

Then  up  and  spake  the  popinjay 

That  flew  abnne  her  head : 
**  Gae  let  him  in  that  tirls  the  pin. 

He  Cometh  thee  to  wed." 

*  Fopinsifap—ihiB  bird  appears  to  have  been  a  regular  domestic 
institution  with  our  forefathers,  according  to  the  early  English  Bal- 
lads, and  to  have  volunteered  advice,  and  moral  reflections,  on  all 
possible  occasions — ^much  after  the  manner  of  the  Chorus  in  Greek 
Tragedy. 
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0  when  he  cam*  the  parlour  in, 

A  woeful  man  was  he ! 
"  And  dinna  ye  ken  your  lover  again, 

Sae  well  that  loveth  thee  ?  " 


'*And  how  wad  I  ken  ye  loved  me,  sir, 
That  have  been  sae  lang  away  ? 

And  how  wad  I  ken  ye  loved  me,  sir  ? 
Ye  never  telled  me  sae.*' 


Said — ^'ladye  dear,"  and  the  salt,  salt  tear 

Cam'  rinnin'  doon  his  cheek, 
"  I  have  sent  thee  tokens  of  my  love 

This  many  and  many  a  week. 


*  0  didna  ye  get  the  rings,  ladye, 

The  rings  o'  the  gowd  sae  fiiie  ? 
I  wist  that  I  have  sent  to  thee 
Four  score,  four  score  and  nine." 


"  They  cam'  to  me,"  said  that  fair  ladye, 
"Wow,  they  were  flimsie  things !  " 

Said — "  that  chain  o'  gowd,  my  doggie  to  houd, 
It  is  made  o'  thae  sel&ame  rings." 
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*'  And  didna  ye  get  the  locks,  the  locks, 
The  locks  o'  my  ain  black  hair, 

Whilk  I  sent  by  post,  whilk  I  sent  by  box, 
Whilk  I  sent  by  the  carrier  ?" 


"  They  cam'  to  me,"  said  that  fair  ladye, 

''And  I  prithee  send  nae  mair !  " 
Said — '*  that  cushion  sae  red,  for  my  doggie's  head. 

It  is  staffed  wi'  thae  locks  of  hair." 


''And  didna  ye  get  the  letter,  ladye, 

Tied  wi'  a  silken  string, 
Whilk  I  sent  to  thee  firae  the  far  countrie, 

A  message  of  love  to  bring  ?  " 


"It cam'  to  me  frae  the  fiEur  coimtrie, 

Wi'  its  silken  string  and  a' ; 
But  it  wasna  prepaid,"  said  that  high-bom  maid, 

"  Sae  I  gar'd  them  tak'  it  awa'." 

*«  0  ever  alack  that  ye  sent  it  back. 
It  was  written  sae  clerkly  and  well ! 

ITow  the  message  it  brought,  and  the  boon  that 
it  sought, 
I  must  even  say  it  mysel'." 
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Then  up  and  spake  tlie  popinjay, 
Sae  wisely  counselled  he : 

"  Now  say  it  in  the  proper  way, 
Gae  doon  upon  thy  knee !  " 


The  lover  he  turned  haith  red  and  pale, 

Gaed  doon  upon  his  knee : 
''  0  ladye,  hear  the  waesome  tale 

I  have  to  tell  to  thee ! 


'^  For  five  lang  years,  and  five  lang  years, 

I  coorted  thee  by  looks; 
By  nods  and  winks,  by  smiles  and  tears, 

As  I  had  read  in  books. 


"  For  ten  lang  years,  0  weary  hours ! 

I  coorted  thee  by  signs ; 
By  sending  game,  by  sending  flowers, 

.  By  sending  Valentines. 


^*  For  five  lang  years,  and  five  lang  years, 
I  have  dwelt  in  the  fsur  countrie, 

In  hopes  thy  mind  might  be  inclined 
Mair  tenderly  to  me, 
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'^  Now  thirty  years  are  gane  and  past, 
I  am  come  frae  a  foreign  land : 

I  am  come  to  tell  thee  my  love  at  last ; 
0  ladye,  gie  me  thy  hand  I" 


The  ladye  she  turned  not  pale  nor  red, 

But  she  smiled  a  pitiM  smile : 
**  Sic*  a  coortin'  as  yours,  my  man,'*  she  said, 

"  Takes  a  long  and  a  weary  while !" 


And  out  and  laughed  the  popinjay, 
A  laugh  of  bitter  scorn  : 

"  A  coortin'  done  in  sic'  a  way. 
It  ought  not  to  be  borne !" 


WV  that  the  doggie  barked  aloud. 

And  up  and  doon  he  ran. 
And  tugged  and  strained  his  chain  o'  gowd, 

All  for  to  bite  the  man. 


"  0  hush  thee,  gentle  popinjay ! 

0  hush  thee,  doggie  dear ! 
There  is  a  thing  I  fain  wad  say, 

It  needeth  he  should  hear !'' 
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Aye  louder  screamed  that  ladye  fair 

To  still  her  doggie's  bark ; 
Ever  the  lover  shouted  mair 

To  make  that  ladye  hark : 

Shrill  and  more  shrill  the  popinjay 

Kept  up  his  angry  squall — 
I  trow  the  doggie's  yoice  that  day 

Was  louder  than  them  all ! 

The  serving-men  and  serving-maids 

Sat  by  the  kitchen  fire : 
They  heard  sic'  a  din  the  parlour  within 

As  made  them  much  admire. 

Out  spake  the  boy  in  buttons, 

(I  ween  he  wasna  thin), 
"  Now  wha  will  tae  the  parlour  gae, 

And  stay  this  deadlie  din  ?'' 

And  they  have  taen  a  kerchief, 

Gasted  their  kevils*  in, 
For  wha  should  tae  the  parlour  gae, 

And  stay  that  deadlie  din. 

*  kevils— lota:  a  method  of  deciding  on  a  course  of  action, 
which  appeals  to  have  been  chiefly  in  fkyour  with  those  who  could 
not  afford  to  keep  a  popinjay. 
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When  on  that  boy  the  kevil  fell 
To  stay  the  fearsome  noise, 

"  Gae  in,"  they  cried,  "  whate'er  betide, 
Thou  prince  of  bntton-boysl" 


Syne,  he  has  taen  a  supple  cane 

To  beat  that  dog  sae  fat : 
The  doggie  yowled,  the  doggie  howled 

The  louder  aye  for  that. 


Syne,  he  has  taen  a  mutton-bane— 
The  doggie  hushed  his  noise, 

And  followed. doon  the  kitchen  stair 
That  prince  of  button-boys. 


Then  sadly  spake  that  ladye  fair, 
WV  a  frown  upon  her  brow : 

"  0  dearer  to  me  is  my  sma'  doggie 
Than  a  dozen  sic'  as  thou ! 


'<  Nae  use,  nae  use  for  sighs  and  tears, 

Nae  use  at  all  to  fret: 
Sin'  ye've  bided  sae  well  for  thirty  years, 

Ye  may  bide  a  wee  langer  yet !" 
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Sadly,  sadly  he  crossed  the  floor. 
And  tirled  at  the  pin : 

Sadly  gaed  he  through  the  door 
Where  sadly  he  cam'  in. 


''  0  gin  I  had  a  popinjay, 
To  fly  abtine  my  head, 

To  tell  me  what  I  ought  to  say, 
I  had  by  now  been  wed. 


^  0  gin  I  find  anither  ladye,'' 
He  said  with  sighs  and  tears, 

'  I  wist  my  coortin'  sail  not  be 
Anither  thirty  years. 


"  For  gin  I  find  a  ladye  gay. 

Exactly  to  my  taste, 
I'll  pop  the  question,  aye  or  nay. 

In  twenty  years  at  maist." 


B.W.G. 
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Ws^  j^ikntje  0f  %  ]^ilte. 


£^'RAKD  is  the  billow's  roar, 
^*    Sweet  the  murmur  of  the  rills  ; 
But  grander  far,  and  sweeter  far, 
The  silence  of  the  hills. 


Music  is  in  the  breeze, 
A  lulling,  soothing  song ; 
But  there  is  a  gentler  music 
The  quiet  hills  among. 


Grander  than  anthem  high, 
Or  e'en  the  thunder's  roll, 
The  awM  silence  of  the  hills 
Speaks  to  the  listening  soul. 
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Sweet  the  lull  so  perfect 
From  every  jarring  sound, 
And  the  whispered  yet  strong  comfort 
From  the  hushed  hills  around. 


A  music  far  surpassing 
The  nohlest  strains  of  art. 
In  the  mountain's  silent  music 
The  orbs  of  heaven  bear  part. 


Joy  is  in  their  silence 

At  the  first  beam  of  mom ; 
It  seems  like  a  deep-felt  gladness 
To  see  the  new  day  bom : 


An  adoring  stillness 
At  the  noontide  calm ; 
As  round  the  shades  of  evening  close, 
A  peaceful  vesper  psalm : 


At  midnight,  while  the  stars 
Shine  in  the  sky  and  mere, 
In  one  song  blend  the  silent  hills 
And  every  glittering  sphere. 
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Thou  that  ne'er  heard^st  the  song 
That  nature's  temple  fills, 
Go,  learn  that  sweet  sound's  grandeur, 
The  silence  of  the  hills. 


A.  B.  C. 
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¥  LEFT  you  in  the  Autanm-laiie, 
^*    Our  trysting,  tiistfol  spot^ 
Where  that  dear  hand  first  plucked  and  gave 
The  blue  Eorget-me-not. 

Its  sweet  blue  eyes  were  damp  with  dew, 
Your  blue  eyes  soft  with  tears ; 

Tears,  happy  tears  from  heart  too  ftdl, 
That  dreamed  of  happy  years. 

I  said  "  I  will  not  give  her  love," 
(0  black  heart-sun's  eclipse !) 
"  Or  only  a  true  brother-love — ^" 
I  kiss'd  your  darling  lips. 


I  did  not  dream  your  dove-like  voice 

Was  cooing  ''  I  am  thine," 
While  mine  said  low  "  Sweet  sister,  let 

Thy  sister-love  be  mine." 
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tixtxitt* 


¥1^  her  eyes  is  the  liying  light 

*  Of  a  wanderer  to  earth 

From  a  &r  celestial  height : 

Summers  five  are  all  the  span — 
Summers  five  since  Time  began 

To  dim  with  mists  of  human  night 
A  shioing  angel-birth. 


Does  an  angel  look  from  her  eyes } 
Will  Eihe  suddenly  spring  away 
And  soar  to  her  home  in  the  skies? 

Beatrice !  blessing  and  blessed  to  be ! 
Beatrice!  still  as  I  gaze  on  thee, 
Visions  of  two  sweet  maids  arise, 
Whose  life  was  of  yesterday : 
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Nay,  be  sure,  if  an  angel  fidr, 
A  bright  seraph  nndefiled, 
Were  to  stoop  from  the  trackless  air, 

Fain  wonld  she  linger  in  glad  amaze 
Lovingly  linger  to  ponder  and  gaze, 
With  a  sister's  love  and  a  sister's  care. 
On  the  happy,  innocent  child. 


Ch.  Ch.,  Oxford.  C.  L.  D. 


VOL.  IV. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


50 


V)LUCK,  that  firom  the  heart  proceedetii— 
*      Practising,  that  each  crew  needeth — 
Self-denying  resolution — 
Training's  thorough  prosecution — 
These  in  boating  forms  do  dwell, 
Linked  with  beef  and  beer  as  well. 


Woe.  Coll.,  Oxford.  N. 
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j^  W^xtMl 


%f  AEEWELL  to  mere  and  cold  tarn  sleeping 
"**      Among  the  cloud-veiled  hills, 
That  aye  their  solemn  watch  are  keeping : 

Farewell  to  bright,  cool  rills, 
WTiose  waters  well 
On  the  heathy  fell, 
Where  the  treacherous  verdure  greenly  springs 
O'er  the  black  morass,  or  the  harebell  swings 

In  the  mountain  breeze, 
That  never  murmured  its  plaintive  lays 
In  shady  grove,  'mid  the  whispering  trees, 
That  never  howled  on  the  raging  seas, 
But  aye  on  the  mountains  and  moorlands  plays, 

Now  mirthftilly  tossing  the  feathery  fern, 
Now  raffling  the  tarn  in  its  gloomy  urn, 
Or  hiding  the  peaks  that  dark  and  stem 
Frown  o'er  the  vale,  that  far  below 
Is  lit  by  the  sunshine's  mellowest  glow. 
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Farewell  to  those  scenes,  but  they  never  shall  fade, 

For  ever  enshrined  in  my  memory ; 
Their  light  is  Qe'er  darkened  by  evening  shade, 

But,  beneath  a  cloudless  sky,  * 

The  purple  and  blue  of  those  glorious  hills, 
And  the  shimmering  rays  on  those  sparkling  rills, 
And  the  wide  expanse  of  those  rocky  feUs,  ' 

With  their  bright-tinted  moss  and  their  heather  bells, 

My  musing  fancy  shall  mirror  as  clear 

And  as  true  as  each  hill  in  its  own  calm  mere. 


A.  B.  C. 
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QTIE,  Creator,  coUaudemuSy 
*   Te  Yocamus  Dominum : 
Te  coin  Patre  concmemas, 
Chnste,  salus  hominum ! 

Te,  divinum  Paracletum, 
Gonsequemur  laudibus : 

Telle  luctus,  solve  metum, 
Miinda  nos  a  sordibus. 

Tres  Fersonse,  et  imus  Deus, 
0  digneris  esse  meus ! 


St.  John's  Coll.,  Cambridge.  H.  R. 
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[SHISLDAia,   K086-8HIBB.] 

YT  is  a  dreamy  aatunm  noon ; 
*     The  winds  are  lown  and  low : 
In  shade  or  light  the  hills  are  bright 

"With  their  own  golden  glow. 
Soft  sunshine^  thou  hast  scarce  the  power  . 

To  grant  her  brighter  dress, 
0  fairest  in  her  fading  hour, 

The  lovely  Wilderness ! 
The  Northern  trumpets  challenge  soon : 

Their  snow-clouds*  sweeping  stride 
Shall  whiten  like  the  winter  moon 

The  winter  mountain  side. 
So  sit  we  where  yon  topaz  rill 

Soaks  on  through  greenest  green ; 
For  every  pace  from  crawl  to  race 

Has  tried  our  limbs,  I  ween. 
The  stalk  was  long,  the  breeze  was  coy, 

"WeVe  won  the  Death-drink  here : 
Once  more,  the  hunter's  sullen  joy, 

The  hard  hiU-forest  cheer, 
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The  lest  beside  the  brindled  rock, 

The  broad  view  far  and  near, 
The  wandering,  pondering  dream  of  dreams — 

The  dream  beside  the  deer ! 


Eed  hide,  long  antler,  restless  eye, 

fleet  hoof  of  fire  and  air ; 
The  grouse  may  crow,  the  plover  cry, 
The  loveliest  hind  may  pass  thee  nigh, 

And  thou  take  little  care : 
Unrecked  the  red  blood-hound  go  by. 

The  thunder  idly  scare  I 
Yet  short  thy  pain,  and  kind  the  ball 

That  smote  thy  shoulder  thorough ! 
And  if  my  death  be  quick  as  thine 

iN'or  I  nor  thou  need  sorrow  : 
And  may  we  spread  upon  the  sward 

A  bulk  like  thine  to-morrow ! 


The  green  leaves  come,  the  red  leaves  fall, 

The  nations  rise  and  fail : 
Death  hath  his  day,  and  so  have  all ; 

So -runs  the  weary  tale. 
VOL.  IV.  r  2 
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There  be  two  things  beneath  the  sun 

To  still  the  heart,  or  move, 
And  many  a  time  they  meet  in  one — 

And  they  be  Death  and  Love. 
So  for  to-day  no  more  of  death : 

My  wandering  fancies  roam ; 
They  ride  the  West-wind's  whispering  breath 

Like  loosed  doves  flying  home. 
Bright  as  yon  heather-purple  knoll. 

Deep  as  yon  sunlit  sea, 
Again,  again  they  reach  their  goal. 

Where  0  that  I  might  be ! 
Once  more,  once  more,  soul  of  my  soul ! 

My  heart  flies  back  to  thee. 


Ch.  Ch.,  Oxfobd.  r.  T. 
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j^  Mrit'B  J^terg. 


If  WAITED,  till  the  spring-tide 
*    Of  years  had  passed  away 
And  shed  a  manly  lustre 
On  each  advancing  day. 


I  waited,  till  the  morning 
Which  made  us  man  and  wife, 

For  that  unwonted  happiness 
That  brightens  all  my  life. 


I  waited,  till  there  blossomed 
Fresh  branches  round  my  home, 

For  strong  support  and  comfort 
Should  ill  or  sorrow  come. 
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I  waited,  till  the  hand  of  Time 
Had  touched  otir  locks  with  gray, 

Por  rest  from  all  the  labours 
That  sadden  manhood's  day. 


And  now  we  wait  in  peacefalness 

To  part — to  meet  again, 
Eor  evermore,  on  that  bright  shore 

"Which  knows  not  grief  or  pain. 

C.  C.  C,  Cambkxdob.  C.  B. 
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avpay  TTOVTias  avpa. 

EURIPIDES. 


BREEZE  so  gently  blowing 
The  swift  barks  o'er  the  sea, 
0  waters  ever  flowing, 
"Where  do  ye  carry  me  ? 


Say,  at  whose  house  in  anguish, 

A  miserable  slaye, 
Shall  I  my  whole  life  languish. 

Still  longing  for  the  grave  ? 


Among  the  Dorian  daughters. 
Or  Phthian,  where,  they  say. 

The  sire  of  fairest  waters 
"Winds  his  enriching  way  ? 
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Or,  to  some  island  flyingi 
Borne  by  the  sweeping  oar. 

End  all  my  woes  by  dying 
On  some  neglected  shore  -, 


Where  the  bay's  earliest  flower, 
With  the  fresh -budding  palm. 

Entwined  a  fragrant  bower, 
Latona's  pain  to  calm  ? 


Or  shall  I  praise  the  quiyer 

Of  Artemis  divine, 
By  some  old  Delian  river, 

Or  in  some  golden  shrine  ? 


Or,  by  Minerva's  towers, 
On  saffron-coloured  dress 

Work  various  woven  flowers, 
And  deeds  of  arms  express  ? 


Or  paint  the  giants  rebelling, 
Ardent  with  fruitless  ire. 

For  Jove,  their  courage  quelling, 
Stilled  them  with  flaming  fiie. 
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0  look  on  me  witt  pity, 

Of  house  and  children  reft, 
While  Troy,  the  captured  city, 

To  fire  and  smoke  is  left ! 


Our  voyage  ends  to-morrow  : 
The  shores  of  Greece  appear, 

Where  I,  in  pain  and  sorrow, 
Shall  mourn  my  country  dear. 

Exeter  Coll.,  Oxfobd.  J.  E.  T.  L. 


**  The  glory  of  my  glory  still  shall  be 
To  give  all  glory  and  myself  to  Thee." 


Kv^oc  ifwvf  Kvdttrre,  t6^  eaaerai,  wc  C7rieurec» 
St.  John's  Coll.,  Cambridge.  H.  R. 
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W\it  ^^RQiinltttB  Arafat. 


¥T  stands  alone  in  the  green  clinrcliyardy 
*  In  a  still,  sequestered  ^ot, 
Unmarked  by  the  eye 
Of  the  passer-by, 
By  the  busy  world  forgot : 
Green  is  the  turf,  and  white  the  stone, 
But  no  one  lingers  near ; 
The  flowers  that  bloom 
On  that  lonely  tomb 
Are  bathed  by  no  mourner's  tear. 

A  single  name  on  that  white  tombstone 
Is  all  that  meets  the  eye, 

To  tell  of  a  life 

Of  sorrow  and  strife, 
Of  fihame  and  infamy ! 
And  thoUf  in  thy  spotless  yirtue  clad, 
Oh !  turn  not  in  scorn  away ; 

For  pardon  remains 

For  the  deepest  stains 
That  have  blemished  our  mortal  clay ! 
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Think  of  her  life,  once  pure  as  thine, 
Think  of  her  childish  yean — 

Of  her  life  so  hrief , 

So  darkened  by  grief, 
So  dimmed  with  repentant  tears ! 
And  give  a  tear  to  that  lonely  tomb 
Where  the  monmfdl  willows  waye, 

And  breathe  one  sigh 

As  thou  wanderest  by 
The  Magdalen's  lowly  grave ! 


B.  N.  C,  OxFOBD.  W.  B. 
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^xtnta-lxtL 


9  nrilS  sweet  to  sit  and  dream  awMe, 
*     Gazing  on  Fancy's  fairy  page, 

And  let  the  Beautiful  beguile 
The  weary  spirit's  pilgrimage. 


'Tis  sweet ;  though  penance  must  be  done 

For  such  permitted  idleness, 
While  Life's  few  sands  keep  running  on 

And  still  eaoh  other  onward  press. 


'Tis  Wisdom  lifts  the  scourge  severe, 
And  deals  the  salutary  blow ; 

What  though  it  draw  the  streaming  tear, 
And  cause  the  rebel  blood  to  flow  ? 
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If  rough  Mischance  hath  rudely  crost 
The  treasured  hope  of  Fancy's  dream, 

So  that  the  wistfiil  eye  hath  lost 
Th'  alluring  light,  the  fairy  gleam ; 


0  bless  her  for  the  pain  that  woke 
The  slumbering  heart  on  dreams  intent ; 

And  bless  her  for  the  blow  that  broke 
The  spell  of  thy  entanglement ! 


Christ's  Ck)LL.,  Cambbidge.  A.  H.  W. 
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^lara. 


¥N  the  drawing-room  deserted 
*     How  prodigiously  we  flirted, 
When  I  pressed  (I  fear  I  hurt  it) 

Clara's  hand ; 
And  a  loving  kiss  I  printed 
On  her  cheek  so  sweetly  tinted 
"With  a  blush,  though  rumour  hinted 
That  my  love  not  only  squinted, 

But  was  tanned. 


As  poets  often  tell  us, 
When  Cupid's  darts  impel  us, 
We  grow  immensely  jealous 
And  absurd : 
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Their  taunts  I  never  heeded, 
My  suit  I  fondly  pleaded, 
And,  as  the  Eates  decreed  it, 
She  readily  acceded, 
Undeterred 


By  the  threats  of  her  relations, 

And  their  vile  insinuations. 

Which  would  have  taxed  the  patience 

Of  a  saint : 
"We  settled  to  break  tether. 
And  run  away  together. 
Determined  to  outweather 
The  rising  storm,  whatever 

Their  complaint. 


I  thought  I  knew  what  bliss  is, 
"When,  with  a  thousand  kisses, 
I  said  "  Tou*ll  soon  be  Mrs. 

Smith,  my  pet." 
"  Monster,"  she  shrieked,  "  you've  sold  me ! 
Traitor,  you  never  told  me 
"Your  name  was  Smith !     Behold  me 
No  more :  you've  not  cajoled  me, 

No !  not  yet." 
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I  said  *^  You  cease  to  please  me, 
Your  squint  begins  to  tease  me, 
In  shaking  hands  you  squeeze  me, 

Let  us  part." 
So  quickly,  in  most  cases, 
An  angry  look  defaces — 
An  angry  word  displaces — 
The  picture  that  Love  traces 

On  the  heart. 


ExETEB  Coll.,  Oxfobd.  A.  G. 
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^MC  mi,  qusB  cara  habuit,  fortasse  quod  Ipse 
Effigiem  hie  speciemque  sui  reperire  solebat 
Inscias,  hen !  sacro,  miseris  Idyllia  sacro 
Cum  lacrymis. 

Qui  vix  alius  yijdsse  videtur. 
Carmine  quam  nostro  descriptus  candidus  heros, 
Eelligio  semper  cui  regna  Fidesque  tenebant, 
Gloria  cui  miseris  succurrere  prima  nitebat, 
Immunis  cui  lingua  dolis,  imTrmTiiH  et  auris, 
Unam  qui  amplexus  firmo  dilexit  amore, 
Cujus  per  tot  regna  Viri  mors— ultima  Thule 
Hoc  sensit — ^velut  umbra  silens,  quum  mergitur  atro 
Defectu  Phoebus,  prsDsentia  Marte  minante 
Bella  simul,  gravis  incessit  mundoque  tenebras 
Offudit, 
VOL.  IV.  a 
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Jamque  amissus  discessit,  at  Uluin 
Novimus  heu !  sero.     Tenuis  vox  undique  pressa 
Conticet  Invidiae ;  jamque  omnes  cemimus  Ipsum, 
Qualis  erat;  quanta  pollens  bonitate,  modestus 
Degerit  et  sapiens  vitam  rerumque  peritus 
Cunctarum ;  qua)  firena  suis  iraponere  votis 
Decrerit  Yir  sublimis ;  quibus  usus  amic^ 
Finibus  Ipse  suis,  non  his,  non  fervidus  illis, 
Alternis  fautor  vicibus.     ^on  summus  honoris 
Ansa  voluptutis  vetitsB  gradus  adstitit  Illi, 
Aligerisye  cupidinibus,  quas  jura  negabant. 
At,  tanto  annorum  tractu,  sine  fraude  gerebat 
•    Candentis  florem  vitse  maculaque  carentis 
Innumeris  coram  cupidi  Livoris  ocellis, 
In  medio  splendore,  altura  qui  verberat  acri 
Luce  thronum  maculasque  omnes  nigredine  tangit. 
Ecquis  enim,  natus  cui  cqntigit  unicus,  ausit 
Huic  vitam  nato  spe  concepisse  carentem 
Labe  magis,  magis  eximiam  ?    Yel  quomodo  natis 
Ipsa  tuis  possit  sperare  Britannia  plus  quam 
Indolis  ut  vitajque  tuce  cum  pectore  tali 
Heredes  aliqua  fiant  ex  parte  beati, 
0  venturonim  Genitor  clarissime  Kegum, 
Pro  populo  studiose,  levi  pro  plebe,  laborum, 
Yox  locuplete  sonans  melioris  mane  diei, 
Utile  qui  Martem  ad  bellum  Martisque  cohortem 
Providus  et  Pacis  stipendia  ad  alma  vocasti  ? 
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Musaxom  et  FhoBbi  natura  aurata  benigno 
Lumine,  nt  Ars  habuit,  sic  te  Sapientia  caram; 
Jure  tuo  Princeps,  nostne  dilecte  tuaeque 
Telluri,  titulis  major,  tua  nomina  cimctaB 
Oftihe,  nota  domus,  Albebte,  per  sBva  sonabunt. 

Obdura,  cor  fcemineum,  ncu  cede  dolori ; 
Fortiter  obdura,  regali  stirpe  creata. 
Tarn  prope  candenlis  dplendore  baud  immemor  astri 
Eximio,  ut  tantum  fax  visa  sit  una  nitere. 
At  nunc  prs&teriit,  solos  diadematis,  eheu ! 
Splendores  linquens. 

Amor  undique  natus  euntem, 
Abditus  0 !  iUius  Amor  te  protegat  umbr^ 
Katorum  te  cingat  Amor,  fovearis  Amore 
^atarum,  det  Amor  populi  solatia  cuncti, 
Dum  divinuB  Amor  lateri  te  reddet  amato ! 


Christ's  Coll.,  Cambbidge.  A.  H.  W, 


VOL.   IV  o  2 
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^^ttdltdxon^. 


Y'M  wandering  o'er  the  hallowed  place 
^    That  her  fidr  form  was  nsed  to  grace. 
When  eyening  zephyrs  kist  her  face, — 


When  red  the  Snnbeam  sank  to  rest 

Into  the  far-off  golden  West, 

And  weary  song-hirds  sought  their  nest. 


I'm  walking  in  the  very  spot 
She  nsed  to  loye — ^this  fairy  grot ; 
But  hers  is  now  a  better  lot ! 


I'm  sitting  in  therery  seat 

Where  in  the  moonbeam  we  would  meet. 

And  whisper  loye  in  music  sweet. 
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And  has  one  short,  short  week  of  pain 
Made  all  those  joyous  moments  vain  ? 
And  shall  we  never  meet  again? — 


A  voice  doth  whisper  at  my  side 
**  I  am  not  dead,  I  am  thy  bride, 
And  ever  near  thee  as  thy  gtdde." 

Jesus  Coll.,  Oxfoed.  J.  J.  S.  B. 
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j^  J^mi0r  'WS^tmtQhx'B  'Wnknixm, 


PflTLLIS,  whene'er  my  thoughts  are  free, 
My  fancy  loves  to  trace 
The  features  most  symmetrical 

Upon  your  convex  face : 
Full  lovingly  I  take  your  eyes, 
And  with  a  line  bisect  'em ; 
Tour  face  is  almost  an  Ellipse, 
The  line  a  Latus-Rectum. 


Ah !  do  you  recollect  the  ball 

By  Mrs.  Hopkins  given, 
Near  the  last  point  of  Wilson's  year, 

When  you  were  10  +  7  ? 
1  met  your  Balliol  brother  there. 

Quoting  straight  lines  from  Homer ; 
Hard  lines  to  me,  who  then,  at  least. 

Knew  no  more  Greek  than  Beaumur  ! 
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He  talked  some  Oxford  shop  to  me, 

Of  Goldwin  Smith  and  Mansel : 
I  said  "  Such  jarring  quantities, 

"  If  left  alone,  would  cancel." . 
**  That  hope,"  said  he,  "  illuminates 

"  The  future's  gloomy  vista :  " 
And  added  **  Come  with  me,  I'll  in- 

-troduce  you  to  my  sister." 


Sweet  were  the  curves  we  traced  that  night, 

Cubic  and  biquadratic ; 
The  walls  were  sometimes  Asymptotes 

To  branches  most  erratic : 
But  when  I  asked  you  how  you  liked 

Accelerated  motion, 
Tou  said  that,  as  to  what  I  meant. 

You  hadn't  got  a  notion. 


I  showed  you  once,  with  much  delight. 
How  Miss  M«  Keile  and  Dick  LLoyd 

Were  tracing,  now  Hyperbolas, 
And  now  an  Epicycloid : 
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And  once  you  turned  on  me  a  look 

Somewliat  of  indignation. 
Because  I  happened  to  allude 

To  Points  of  Osculation. 


And  oh !  when  love  was  new  to  me, 

How  sweet  of  such  sensations 
The  value  to  investigate 

By  First  Approximations ! 
Now,  series-like,  my  heart  expands,. 

Diverging  to  infinity, 
And  Integration  has  defied— 

Since  my  first  term  at  Trinity. 


Then,  Phyllis !  do  not  turn  away 

In  opposite  direction ; 
But  let  my  suit,  internally. 

Receive  your  mind's  reflexion. 
This  Envelope  of  touching  lines — 

This  index  of  Love's  powers — 


Reciprocally, 


won 


it 
Be  mine,  and  joy  be  ours  I 
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Oh !  let  our  Loci  onward  run 

In  constant  Combination ! 
And  let  me  teach  you  Euler's  Proof 

And  Differentiation ! 
Be  you  Directrix  of  my  course — 

I  an  Eccentric  Conic — 
Our  lives  shall  show,  from  point  to  point, 

Progression  most  Harmonic  I 


Emm.  Coll.,  Cambridge.  Z.  N.  D. 
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J^l^t  ^^m  for  ^orfoag. 


ITH  soul  to  prize 
In  varied  gaise 
The  grandest  scenes  in  Katore, 

Hill,  dale,  and  rock, 

Whose  beauties  mock 
One's  powers  of  nomenclature ; 

Lake,  fiord,  and  moor. 

Cascade,  whose  roar 
Comes  thundering  down,  Lodore-way,*- 

Whom  scenes  like  these 

Ne'er  fail  to  please, — 
0!  ^«  the  Man  for  Korway ! 


*  These  stanzas  were  written  within  sight  and  sound  of  that  Queen 
of  Cumbrian  Waterfalls. 
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With  nerves  of  steel 

From  head  to  heel, 
To  drive  at  break-neck  paces 

Down  hills  so  steep 

No  horse  can  keep 
A  tight  pull  on  his  traces ; 

With  iron  bones, 

To  scorn  the  stones 
Which  jolt  him  in  a  sore  way, 

And  think  it  fun 

Such  risks  to  run, — 
0  J  that's  the  Man  for  Norway ! 


With  angler's  eye 

To  drop  his  fly 
Just  where  the  fish  are  lying, 

And  pull  them  out, 

Those  "lusty  trout," 
While  mnjQfs  are  vainly  trying ; 

O'er  fell  and  field 

His  gun  to  wield, 
Till  heavy  doth  his  store  weigh, 

Then  think  no  shame 

To  cook  his  game, — 
0 !  that's  the  Man  f6r  Norway ! 
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Whose  callous  skin 
Don't  care  a  pin 

For  flea,-nor  yet  mosquito, 
But  lets  them  bite 
The  livelong  night 

Without  one  angry  Veto — 
Who'll  find  a  bed 
To  rest  his  head 

On  any  mat  or  floor-way. 
And  sleep  as  sound 
As  weary  hound, — 

0 1  that's  the  Man  for  Norway ! 


Digestion  good 
,  To  stomach  food 
Not  always  quite  the  cleanest, 

Strong  "  Gammell"  cheese 

That  scents  the  breeze, 
Eaw  bacon,  hardest,  leanest ! 

Sour  barley  bread. 

As  sad  as  lead, 
( One  pound  would  half-a-seore  weigh), 

Salt  jimk  galore, 

Salt  fish  for  more, 
For  that's  the  style  in  Norway ! 
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The  man  to  care 

For  dainty  fare, 
Or  raise  a  constant  question 

Of  fry  or  stew, 

Or  spiced  ragout, 
To  coax  his  palled  digestion ; 

With  whom,  in  short, 

Than  love  of  sport 
His  **  creature  comforts  "  more  weigh, 

Should  stay  at  home. 

Or  go  to — ^Rome- 
He's  not  the  Man  for  Norway ! 


St.  Mart  Hall,  Oxford.  A.  R.  W. 


Canonicm  Honorarim  secum  loquitur. 

*'  Est  honor  a  Nilo  "  Nelsonus  dixerat  olim : 
Dicendum  est  nobis  ''est  honor  a  nihilo." 

St.  John's  Coll.,  Cambridge.  H.  R. 
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^fc. 


ILENT  he  sits,  his  pale  brow  on  his  hand, 
His  sad  eyes  fall  of  monmful  tenderness. 
Before  him  lies  a  ribbon,  faded,  old, 
An  old  blue  ribbon  that  a  passer-by 
Would  never  stay  to  notice ;  and  a  lock 
Of  silky  shining  gold,  still  fresh,  still  bright, 
Though  weary  years,  long  bitter  years  have  past. 
Since  that  far  day  when  first  it  left  its  place 
'Mid  sunny  sister-locks  on  Edith's  brow. 

Silent  he  sits,  and  sad,  as  though  a  spell 
Dwelt  in  that  faded  ribbon,  worn  and  wan. 
Which  in  the  dusty  trodden  road  might  lie 
Unlifted  and  unseen ! 

listless  his  fingers  raise  the  long  bright  lock» 
And  bind  the  faded  ribbon  round  its  gold. 
Poor  worthless  relic !  worthless  to  the  crowd — 
For  fools  to  laugh  at,  stem  men  to  despise. 
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And  yet  how  precious  to  that  one  lone  heart 
Which  loved  so  vainly,  and  so  well !    For  him 
Those  relics  have  a  voice,  and  tell  of  times 
Long  gone, 

When  Edith  lived,  and  lived  hut  for  his  love, 
Times,  when  her  cheek  bloomed  like  the  sweet 

blush-rose, 
Ere  yet  disease  upon  her  face  had  set 
Its  brighter,  deadlier  beauty. 
Back  comes  the  memoiy  of  that  day  when  first 
They  whispered  love,  and  dreamed  the  world  was  all 
The  flowery  paradise  they  thought  it  then  I — 
And  that  dark  day,  when  last  they  spoke  of  bliss, 
Bliss  ne'er  to  dawn  on  them  in  this  sad  world, 
Which  lately  seemed  so  bright,     Never  his  bride, 
Never  to  be  his  lone  life's  better  angel  I 
Never  to  share  his  sorrows,  soothe  his  pain, ' 
Joy  in  his  joys,  and  o'er  his  onward  way 
Shed  the  bright  halo  of  her  peerless  love  I 

No  more ! 

Lay  by  the  faded  band,  the  yellow  curl — 
Dead  relics  of  the  dead — and  turn  to  life ; 
For  life  is  made  for  action,  not  for  tears ! 

B.  N.  C,  Oxford.  W.  B. 
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Calebs. 


"  When  I  was  a  bachelor,  I  lived  by  myself, 

And  all  the  meat  I  had  I  put  upon  the  shelf ; 

The  rats  and  the  mice  they  led  me  such  a  life. 

That  I  went  to  London  to  buy  me  a  wife. 

The  streets  were  so  wide  and  the  lanes  were  so  narrow. 

That  I  couldn't  bring  my  wife  home,  but  in  a  wheelbarrow. 

The  wheelbarrow  broke  down,  my  wife  had  a  fall ; 

Down  came  the  wheelbarrow,  little  wife  and  all." 

^TJM  Coelebs  miseros  dies  agebam, 
Committebam  abaco  cibi  quod  esset, 
At  mures  mibi  concitare  turbas 
Tantas,  ut  peterem  coactus  XJrbem, 
Empturus  sociam  tori  fidelem. 
Latas  per  plateas,  per  angiportus 
Angustos,  opus  est  ut  hsac  vehatur 
Lectica.    Yehitur.    Quidinde?    Lapsu 
Lectica  et  mulier  ruunt  eodem. 
0  casus  malus !     0  misella  conjux  ! 

Christ's  Coll.,  Cambbidge.  A.  H.  W. 
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'Wucixtxm  Mtviiim. 


I  S  I  walk  by  Lake  Derwent, 
Whose  waves  roll  so  free, 
This  heart  fondly  muses, 

My  darling,  of  thee ; 
For  the  sun  gilds  those  waters 

With  bright  azure  hue, 
And  I  think  of  thine  eyes,  love, 
Those  eyes  of  soft  blue. 

Or  if  haply  I  roam 

O'er  the  heather-clad  hill, 
Thoughts  of  "Flava  Neaera" 

Keep  haunting  me  still ; 
For  the  yellow  leaves  rustle, 

As  Autumn  winds  rave, 
And  before  me  thy  ringlets 

Of  gold  seem  to  wave, 

VOL.  IV. 
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So  I  haste  to  my  cliainber, 

And  sit  down  to  grind  ; 
But  the  Greek  and  the  Latin 

Are  not  to  my  mind ; 
For  beneath  me  rolls  Greta 

With  sweet  babbling  voice, 
As  the  fairy-like  tones 

Of  the  maid  of  my  choice. 


So  I  curse  good  old  Livy's 
Historical  lore, 

And  call  Bishop  Butler 
A  horrible  bore ; 

For  why  should  Divinity- 
Labours  be  mine. 

When  my  thoughts  are  all  filled 
With  a  maiden  divine  ? 


So  whispers  fond  Fancy, 

When,  lo !  to  her  eyes 
The  horrible  forms 

Of  Examiners  rise, 
With  their  hoods  and  their  gowns. 

As  they  sit  in  the  Schools, 
When  duty  commands  them 

To  plough  silly  fools. 
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And  sternly  they  whisper 

'*  This  never  will  do  ; 
Classic  fields  must  be  ploughed,  Sir, 

Or  we  must  plough  yow  : 
For  Cupid  can't  teach  you 

The  Ethics,  you  know, 
Nor  the  smiles  of  fair  lady 

Testamur  bestow." 


Then  into  the  thin  air 

Those  spectral  ghosts  jglide, 
And  I  snatch  up  the  task 

I  had  just  flung  aside  ; 
And,  bending  me  down 

With  a  face  stem  and  grave, 
Grind  at  Bacon's  N"ew  Organ 

My  bacon  to  save. 


B.  N.  C,  Oxford.  J.  W.  B. 


VOL.   IV.  H  2 
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iHior.  ill,  ^ir^  i. 


Y  HATE  and  shun  the  crowd  profane ; 
^    A  holy  awe  your  tongue  restrain 

For  me,  the  Muses'  priest. 
To  virgins  chaste  and  guileless  hoys 
A  new-formed  strain  my  lyre  employs, 

Heard  at  no  former  feast. 

O'er  flocks  of  kings  Jove's  rule  extends, 
His  law  their  will  and  fortune  hends, 

O'er  kings  themselves  he  reigns; 
His  power  the  humhled  Titans  own, 
With  glory  shines  his  far  famed  throne. 

His  nod  the  world  ordains. 

Grant  man  with  man  victorious  vie. 
Whose  lands  in  broader  furrows  lie 

Beneath  a  broader  shade ; 
Another  noble  birth  may  claim, 
I  grant — a  third  surpass  in  fame 

Or  praise  by  virtues  made. 
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Such  various  worth  distracts  the  Plain ; 
Or  clients  swell  another's  train ; 

But  aU  one  law  must  learn  : 
Impartial  Fate  rules  over  all, 
The  high,  the  low  obey  her  call, 

!No  name  escapes  the  Tim. 

Whose  impious  neck  the  sword  hangs  o'er, 
And  vengeful  Furies  haunt  his  door, 

Him  feasts  Sicilian  fail. 
No  subtle  tastes  his  sense  delight, 
His  watchful  cares  to  lull  to  flight 

Birds  nor  the  lyre  avail. 

Sweet  is  the  sleep  of  rustic  swains ; 
"No  humble  cot  the  god  disdains, 

Each  shady  bank  his  care. 
The  Zephyrs  fan  fair  Tempo's  dell, 
There  happy  dreams  and  quiet  dwell. 

Content  and  peace  are  there. 

"Who  claims  sufficing  wealth  for  life. 
To  him  tumultuous  Ocean's  strife 

Brings  not  an  anxious  breast ; 
When  rage  Arcturus'  falling  showers, 
When  rising  Haedus  darkly  lowers, 

"No  terrors  steal  his  rest. 
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No  hailstones  mar  his  clustering  vine, 
"No  farm  belies  the  flattering  sign 

Of  fair  and  sunny  spring. 
His  trees  blame  not  the  rainy  year, 
Nor  stars  with  scorching  heat  severe, 

Nor  frosts  which  blighting  bring. 

The  fishes  feel  their  narrowed  sea ; 
The  native  lords  their  haunts  must  flee 

When  prouder  lords  demand. 
E'er  and  anon  the  stony  heap 
Cements  and  piles  disturb  the  deep. 

The  sea  becomes  the  land. 

Campania's  fields  the  Boman  irk, 

Hired  skill  and  strength  his  pleasure  work, 

And  slaves  dependent  aid. 
The  palace  stands :  what  wall  so  high 
Pale  fear  and  secret  threats  defy  ? 

What  bower  fail  these  to  invade  ? 

Black  Care  on  land  attends  his  heel, 
By  sea  she  mounts  the  brazen  keel. 

And  knows  his  wandering  track. 
Behold  the  knight  in  splendour  ride, 
Terror  of  foes,  his  country's  pride ! 

Care  haunts  the  rider's  back. 
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If  Phrygia's  stone  and  marble  pure, 
If  Tyrian  dyes  can  ne'er  allure 

The  breast  that  sorrows  still, 
Though  fairer  they  than  shining  star, 
Though  Persia  send  her  oils  from  far. 

Her  wines  Falemus'  hill ; 

What  need  to  rear  the  lofty  dome, 
The  envy  of  each  humble  home, 

And  halls  with  novel  art  ? 
Oh  cease  to  tempt  me  to  exchange 
My  Sabine  vale's  delightful  range 

For  wealth's  more  toilsome  part. 


Tbik.  Coll.,  Cambbidoe.  J.  M. 
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£\  LOVE !  0  youth !  how  sweet  it  were 
^^     "With  one  true-hearted  maiden 
To  Tiew  this  scene,  so  cahn,  so  fair. 
Oar  hearts  with  love  o'er-laden ! 


Though  none  have  I,  my  thoughts  can  fly, 

And  fbid  the  dear  ideal, 
And  0 1  beneath  some  summer-sky 

May  she  at  last  be  real ! 


Where'er  she  dwells,  by  downs  or  dells. 

By  lawn,  or  lake,  or  river. 
May  blessings  bright  and  pure  as  she 

Best  on  her  head  for  ever ! 
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May  no  winds  ruffle  her  calm  life, 

But,  bright  as  any  May-dream, 
Aye  be  it  free  from  noise  and  strife, 

A  sunny  summer  day-dream. 


Till  here  we  meet  'neath  some  kind  fate. 
And,  bathed  in  sunset  glory, 

She'll  pause  beside  the  **  Wishing-Gate," 
To  hear  the  old  love-story. 


Ill  tell  in  words  of  love,  doubt,  fear. 
How  far  she  soars  above  me — 

I  feel  but  safe  when  she  is  near — 
Till  0  !  she  shall  but  love  me  I 


And  in  her  eyes,  more  tender  grown. 
Sweet  dreamy  thoughts  will  tremble. 

Her  lips  will  move,  though  words  scarce  come. 
Her  love  will  not  dissemble. 


But,  trembling  like  a  small  shy  bird. 
Her  hand  in  mine  alighting. 

She'll  whisper  love  in  each  low  word. 
The  soft,  sweet  vow  of  plighting. 
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"  Yes,  I  am  thine,  and  thou  art  mine. 
As  long  as  flows  life's  river; 

For  ever  thine,  for  ever  thine, 
Thine  only,  and  for  ever !  " 


0  how  the  hirds  will  sing  for  joy, 
And  chirp  and  twitter  round  us ! 

0  how  the  hreeze  will  rustle  by 
And  whisper  it  has  found  us ! 


And,  rushing  with  the  blithesome  tale, 

Will  tell  the  glad  Eothay 
To  haste  and  bear,  through  all  the  vale. 

The  tidings  far  away : 


Will  wake  the  lake,  and  bid  it  smile, 
And  set  the  blue-bells  ringing. 

And  wave  the  meadow  grass,  the  while 
More  blithe  the  birds  are  singing : 


And,  freshening  ever  more  and  more, 

Bejoicing  in  its  power, 
With  loud  glad  voice  the  tidings  pour 

Within  the  belfry- tower : 
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"  0  happy  bells !  0  happy  bells ! 

Your  voices  soon  must  waken ! 
0  marriage  bells !  0  marriage  bells ! 

This  tower  must  soon  be  shaken ! 


"  And  in  the  dawn,  o'er  wood  and  lawn, 

I'll  bear  your  bonnie  voices. 
O'er  bower  and  brake,  o'er  tarn  and  lake, 

Till  all  the  land  rejoices. 

"  For  bride  so  bright,  so  sweet  a  sight, 
Ko  flowers  will  e'er  be  twining — " 

0  marriage  bells  I  0  marriage  bells ! 
I  wish  that  mom  were  shining  ! 

Worcester  Coll.,  Oxford,  R.  P. 


2Ett  ^Kiuralem,  jquxrit  muni,  ^^^ttmmxa, 

TJ\UM  Thraso  Euralem  se  jactitat  esse  Decanum, 
•^    Urbanos  mores  deposuisse  queror, 

St.  John's  Coll.,  Cambridge.  G.  W. 
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^^t  ^liiajjestg  of  Jfmtm. 


AN  OXFORD  IDYLL. 


IJIHEY  passed  beneath  the  College  gate, 
*     And  down  the  High  went  slowly  on ; 
Then  spake  the  Undergraduate 

To  that  benign  and  portly  Don ; 
"  They  say  that  Justice  is  a  Queen — 

A  Queen  of  awful  Majesty — 
Yet  in  the  papers  I  have  seen 

Some  things  that  puzzle  me. 


'*  A  Court  obscure,  so  rumour  states, 

There  is,  called  'Vice-Cancellarii,' 
"Which  keeps  on  Undergraduates, 

Who  do  not  pay  their  bills,  a  wary  eye. 
A  case,  I'm  told,  was  lately  brought 

Into  that  tiniest  of  places, 
And  *  Justice '  in  that  case  was  sought — 

As  in  most  other  cases. 
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"  Well!  Justice,  as  /hold,  dear  friend, 

Is  Justice,  neither  more  or  less : 
I  never  dreamed  it  could  depend 

On  ceremonial  or  dress. 
I  thought  that  her  imperial  sway 

In  Oxford  surely  would  appear : 
But  all  the  papers  seem  to  say 

She's  not  majestic  here.'^^ 


The  portly  Don  he  made  reply, 

With  the  most  roguish  of  his  glances, 
*'  Perhaps  she  drops  her  Majesty 

Under  peculiar  circumstances." 
'*  But  that's  the  point !"  the  yoimg  man  cried, 

"  The  puzzle  that  I  wish  to  pen  you  in — 
How  are  the  public  to  decide 

WTiich  article  is  genuine  ? 


"  Is't  only  when  the  court  is  large 

That  we  for  '  Majesty '  need  hunt  ? 
Would  what  is  Justice  in  a  barge 

Be  something  different  in  a  punt  ?  " 
"  !N"ay,  nay !"    the  Don  replied,  amused, 

'*  You're  talking  nonsense,  sir !     You  know  it ! 
Such  arguments  were  never  used 

By  any  friend  of  Jowett." 
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"  Then  is  it  in  the  men  who  tradge 

(Beef-eaters  I  believe  they  call  them) 
Before  each  wigged  and  ermined  judge, 

For  fear  some  mischief  should  befall  them  ? 
If  I  should  recognise  in  one 

(Through  all  disguise)  my  own  domestic, 
I  fear  'twould  shed  a  gleam  of  fan 

Even  on  the  '  Majestic ' ! " 


The  portly  Don  replied  **  Ahem ! 

They  can't  exactly  be  its  essence  i 
I  scarcely  think  the  want  of  them 

The  '  Majesty  of  Justice  '  lessens. 
Besides,  they  always  march  awry ; 

Their  gorgeous  garments  never  fit : 
Processions  don't  make  Majesty — 

I'm  quite  convinced  of  it." 


"  Then  is  it  in  the  wt^  it  lies, 

Whose  countless  rows  of  rigid  curls 
Are  gazed  at  with  admiring  eyes 

By  country-lads  and  servant-girls  ? " 
Out  laughed  that  bland  and  courteous  Don : 

"  Dear  sir,  I  do  not  mean  to  flatter  — 
But  surely  you  have  hit  upon 

The  essence  of  the  matter. 
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"  They  will  not  own  the  Majesty 

Of  Justice,  making  monarch  s  bow, 
Unless  as  evidence  they  see 

The  horsehair  wig  about  her  brow. 
Yes,  yes !  That  makes  the  silliest  men 

Seem  wise,  the  meanest  men  look  big  : 
The  *  Majesty  of  Justice,'  then, 

Is  seated  in  the  WIG !  " 


Oxford.    March,  1863.  R.  W.  G. 


^0  ^l^bs  'MJihu  JK.Vi^t. 


EAR  lady,  cast  me  not  away, 
For  really  I  do  think 
That  I  with  you,  dear  LIN'S, 
Would  form  a  happy  LII^K. 

St.  John's  Coll.,  Cambridge.  G.  W. 
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M-  ^&ilir. 


HAT  is  a  child? 
A  ray  of  light  in  the  darksome  night, 
A  star  just  seen  through  the  breaking  cloud, 
A  soft  note  heard  through  the  tumult  loud 
And  the  strife  of  life's  battle  wild. 
Bright  as  the  dew-drop's  pearly  sheen. 
That  is  lit  by  the  smile  of  the  morning's  mirth, 
Ere  soiled  by  the  touch  of  the  damp  cold  earth. 
Eorgetting  each  pleasure  that  has  been, 
And  each  sorrow  too. 
As  there  comes  anew, 
And  running  the  glad  race  of  life  with  such  speed. 
That  of  pleasures  quick  passing  it  scarce  can  take  heed. 
Like  the  rill  that  leaps  with  too  rapid  a  tide 
To  mirror  the  flowerets  that  blush  by  its  side. 
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What  is  a  child  ? 
An  island  in  a  sparkling  sea, 
By  Life  and  great  Eternity 
Encircled ;  now  the  ripples  break 

And  the  sunbeams  play, 
While  Ocean  is  calm  as  a  sleeping  lake ; 
But  soon  in  the  night  of  toil  and  fight 

'Twill  be  hid  by  the  driving  spray. 
Instead  of  the  gentle  lulling  tune, 
The  trumpet's  blast  must  be  echoing  soon. 
Oh  I  when  the  fight  is  done. 
May  the  soft  notes  again  hail  the  victory  won. 
Though  the  dew-drop  must  fall  from  the  floweret's  cup 

And  take  an  earthy  stain, 
May  the  sunbeams  at  last  bear  it  safely  up 

To  the  heaven  whence  it  came  again. 
May  the  rill  that  leaps  so  swiftly  down 
To  the  vaUey  beneath  from  the  mountain's  crown, 
Though  shadows  may  be  on  its  bosom  cast 
Plow  by  them  all  to  the  light  at  last. 
When  the  storm  is  lulled  may  the  island  lie 
Once  more  at  rest. 
On  the  calmed  breast 
Of  a  sea  that  mirrors  the  blue  of  the  sky. 
Child !  in  the  fight  look  well  you  wield 

A  brand  of  temper  true, 
And  o'er  you  lift  the  red-cross  shield — 

It  aye  shall  shelter  you. 
VOL.  rv.  I 
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Then  the  shimmering  light  on  your  Childhood's  stream 
Shall  be  but  shade  to  the  noontide  gleam 

On  the  shining  sea. 
Where,  though  the  dark  tempestuous  night 
Each  nttle  island  hid  &om  sight, 

They  in  each  others'  sight  shall  He 
In  sunshine,  to  each  other  nigh, 
To  all  Etendty. 


A.  B.  C. 
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M.  ^Mt\. 


[HE  lay  within  l^e  house  alone, 
A  lodger  in  a  lodger's  bed ; 
Ko  heart  to  claim  her  as  its  own, 

Her  friends  of  youth  had  long  been  dead. 
Her  life  was  dreary,  oh  so  dreary !  ^ 

An  invalid  for  many  a  year, 

From  that  blank  room  she  could  not  stir, 
Her  pangs  upon  her  late  and  early. 
"  Oh  for  a  cool  green  grave,"  she  cried, 

"  A  cool  green  grave  upon  a  hill 
Of  slumbrous  trees,  that  hears  the  tide 

On  far  shores  rippling  like  a  rill." 

VOL.  IV.  I  2 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


104  A   SKETCH. 

"Without,  the  turmoil  of  the  street, 
The  noise  of  voices  at  the  door. 

The  ehb  and  flow  of  many  feet, 
The  rattling  of  the  shaken  floor, 

As  rolled  the  hourly  tide  of  life, 
On  public  wheels,  to  meet  the  train, 
Coarse  echoes  from  some  foul  by-lane. 

And  dogs  that  snarled  in  snappish  strife, 

Did  crush  her  with  their  commonplace 
Of  flaring,  worldly,  loathsome  care ; 

"  0  God !"  she  uttered,  "  give  me  grace : 
My  life  is  more  than  I  can  bear." 


A  blank  white  wall  that  flamed  without 

Did  through  the  dingy  muslin  stare, 
That,  torn  to  tatters,  drooped  about. 

But  made  the  window-panes  more  bare. 
In  vain  she  turned  her  head  away, 

And  drew  the  coverlid  o'er  her  chin ; 

The  blank  without,  the  blank  within, 
Glared  on  her  sleepless  sight  alway ! 
"  Dead- white  that  wall  that  blinds  my  eyes, 

Dead-white  these  walls  that  bound  my  room. 
And  not,"  she  added  fretfdlwise, 

'*  To  veil  their  blaze  one  curtain's  gloom  I" 
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A  few  stale  books  lay  at  her  side, 

She  could  not  read  much  at  a  time, 
But  all  the  thoughts  by  them  supplied 

She  knew  by  heart,  in  prose  or  rhyme. 
She  saw  no  soul  from  day  to  day 

Beside  her  sour-faced  landlady. 

That  brought,  lukewarm,  her  cup  of  tea, 
And  slice  of  bread  without  a  tray. 
"  Oh  for  a  cool  green  grave,"  she  cried, 

**  Where  I  might  rest  for  evermore, 
Upon  a  hill,  that  hears  the  tide 

In  echoes  from  some  far-off  shore !" 


At  length  a  slumber  came  one  eve ; 

The  dying  day  stole  through  the  pane, 
And  many  a  charmed  light  did  weave, 

And  glory-flooded  sank  again. 
Then,  lo,  the  most  mysterious  moon 

Streamed  waxing  brighter  o'er  her  bed, 

And  silent  voices  of  the  dead 
Awhispered,  "  Peace  be  with  thee  soon :" 
She  murmured  "  There  is  peace  for  all, 

Sweet  sleep  is  stealing  o'er  me  now ; 
Sweet  voice  of  Death,  I  hear  thee  call — " 

And  death  lay  dream-like  on  her  brow. 

St.  John's  Coll.,  Oxford.  Wentwood. 
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[MARIA  CZAEKA.] 


**  Come  fly  with  me !"  the  butterfly 

Low  whispered  to  the  rose  ; 
**  Come  swim  with  me  !"  from  underneath 

Tempted  the  brook  that  flows. 
"  I  will  not  fly,  I  will  not  swim ; 

Grief  would  the  garden  fill ; 
With  thee  the  wind  would  rend  my  frame, 

In  it  the  cold  would  kill." 


^*  "iprUC  AGE,''  papilio  volitans  sic  lene  susurrat, 

**^     "  Quin  mecum  aerias  carpis  arnica  vias." 
*'  0  rosa,  me  potius  facili  comitere  natatu ;" 

Sollicitat,  subter  quae  fluit  unda,  rosam. 
"  Non  volitare  placet  nobis,  non  nare  per  undas; 

Hortus  tristitiee  namque  operatus  eat. 
Tecum  me  rapidus  diverberet  Auster  euntem, 

In  rivo  nantem  frigora  dira  necent." 

Chbist's  Coll.,  Cambridge.  A.  H.  W. 
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'M.RXtixitU. 


<*  yAKEWELL !  fareweU ! "    Ah,  with  such  words  as 
•**  these 

We  linger  out  the  bitter-sweet  delay. 
Across  whose  light  the  saddened  spirit  sees 
Lonely  to-morrows  stretching  far  away — 
Farewell!  farewell. 


Farewell !  farewell !     The  sunlight  to  the  hills 
Throws  golden  kisses  ere  he  dies  away : 

The  silver  swan,  ere  she  her  fate  Mfils, 
Bursts  into  song,  'and  singing  seems  to  say, 
"Farewell!  farewell." 
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Ah,  like  the  music,  wild,  and  undefined, 

We  hear  in  childhood's  dreams  around  us  fly, 

So  sad,  so  tender,  that  we  wake  to  find 

Our  lashes  fringed  with  tears,  we  know  not  why- 

So  his  own  whispers  fall  on  manhood's  mind, 
When,  leaving  Paradise,  he  turns  to  cry 
"PareweU!  fareweU." 


Farewell !  farewell !     The  height  collects  the  rain 
To  feed  her  lakelets  with  the  choicest  dews, 

But  they  forsake  her  for  the  emerald  plain. 
And  habble  forth,  as  they  her  care  refuse, 
"Farewell!  farewell." 


Farewell !  farewell !     I  cannot  let  thee  go, 

'Not  live  again  the  recollected  years ; 
Yet  Love  demands  it.  Love  would  have  it  so ; 

Then,  see,  I  smUe  through  all  these  cruel  tears, 
Farewell!  farewell. 

Ty'b  Ywen. 


^coQ^ 
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Jpl^i  Saggar's  ^mi  "W"is|^ts. 


(COUNT  PETRIFY.— KILLED  IN  ACTION  IN  THE  SPRING  OF  1849.) 


FROM    THE    HUNGARIAN. 


¥F  that  the  Lord  stood  near,  and  said, 
*•   "  My  son,  I  give  thee  power 
To  name  thy  time  of  mortal  dread. 
And  choose  thine  own  dark  hour :" 

So  shonld  it  fall  at  Antmnn-tide, 
In  Antnmn  hlithe  and  brown. 

Ere  winds  Jbe  wild  and  sere  leaves  piled 
Beneath  the  winter's  firown, 

With  one  late-lingering  bird  to  sing, 
In  sunshine  glinting  down ; 

VOL.  IV. 
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Andy  as  the  spell  of  soft  decay 
Comes  on  the  fading  year, 

So,  all  nnfelt  and  tranquilly, 

Should  Death  come  creeping  near,- 


I'd  sing  my  last  as  blithe  and  free 

As  bird  on  Autumn  spray : 
And  men  should  hear  and  echo  me, 
And  up  to  Heaven  my  voice  should  flee. 

Before  I  passed  away. 


But  when  the  charm  hath  left  my  lips, 

And  when  my  song  is  o'er. 
Gome  thou,  my  heart,  the  flower  of  earth. 

Although  thy  heart  be  sore, 
And  shake  thy  tresses  down  like  nighty 

And  kiss  my  lips  once  more. 


But  if  this  be  too  good  for  man, 
God  send  my  death  in  Spring, 

When  men  be  met  on  either  hand, 
When  furious  trumpets  sing, 

And  stabs  and  blows  bring  out  the  rose 
From  stout  hearts  blossoming. 
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Blow,  trumpets^  sing  like  nightingales, 

Make  glad  our  maddening  mood ; 
And  so  &om  out  my  heart  of  hearts 

Spring  up,  dark  rose  of  blood ! 
And,  as  my  right  hand  drops  the  sword, 

My  left  forsakes  the  rein. 
Gome,  Freedom,  fEorest  flower  of  Heaven, 

Come  hastening  down  amain ; 
With  nps  of  fixe  seal  thou  mine  own, 

To  speak  no  word  again ! 


Ch.  Ch.,  Oxford.  R.  T. 


VOL.  IV.  K  2 
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^rrm  %  j^abic  (MvAamtO- 


See  Archdeacon  Robinson's  Inaugural  Lecture  at  Cambridge,  p.  17. 


^^  Aecvoc  &yai  'AiSiyc  &vrioQ  i^idopev, 
Kaiwep  kvl  trrfi^eerm  papitog  ytrSfiaive  i^CKov  Kfjp 

''Afjufxo  Evl  trrvyep^  (nffJul>Ep6fjLe<r6a  fjuty^* 
OKa  yap,  oJda  iTa<l>wg  Tovr^  fi   kv  &y(oyi  Kparfftreiy, 

Apci^eiv  T  c{  oK6riQ  ayXaa  diopa  fraKrfg, 
'A^dvaroc  yap  kfiol  (iiog  etrtrerai  ^^vc,  Aripfuovy 

SnJXa  Kara<l>6ifAivov  trdtfiarog  aWog  cx"» 

St.  John's  Coll.,  Cambridge.  H.  B. 


^ 
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J^xjt  anir  Ipl^ar^. 


"^HEN  on  the  sandy  shore  I  sit, 
Beside  the  salt  sea-wave, 
And  fall  into  a  weeping-fit 
Because  I  dare  not  shave, 
A  little  whisper  at  my  ear 
Enquires  the  reason  of  my  fear. 


I  answer,  "  If  that  ruffian,  Jones, 
Should  recognise  me  here. 

He'd  bellow  out  my  name  in  tones 
Offensive  to  the  ear : 

He  chaffs  me  so  on  being  stout 

(A  thing  that  always  puts  me  out)." 
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Ah  me !  I  see  him  on  the  cliff! 

Farewell,  farewell  to  hope, 
If  he  should  look  this  way,  and  if 

He's  got  his  telesc^ope ! 
To  whatsoever  place  I  flee. 
My  odious  rival  follows  me ! 

For  every  night,  and  everywhere, 

I  meet  him  out  at  dinner : 
And  when  I've  found  some  charmiilg  fair, 

And  vowed  to  die  or  win  her, 
The  wretch  (he's  thin,  and  I  am  stout  I) 
Is  sure  to  come  and  cut  me  out ! 

The  girls  (just  like  them !)  all  agree 

To  praise  J.  Jones,  Esquire : 
I  ask  them  what  on  earth  they  see 

About  him  to  admire  ? 
They  cry,  ''  He  is  so  sleek  and  slim. 
It's  quite  a  treat  to  look  at  him !" 

They  vanish  in  tobacco-smoke, 

Those  visionary  maids — 
I  feel  a  sharp  and  sudden  poke 

Between  the  shoulder-blades — 
"  Why,  Bloggs,  my  boy !  you're  getting  stout !" 
(I  told  you  he  would  find  me  out !) 
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*'  My  fat  is  not  ytmr  business,  sir !" 

"  No  more  it  is,  my  boy ! 
But  if  it's  yowrs,  as  I  infer, 

Wby,  Bloggs,  I  give  you  joy ! 
A  man  wbose  business  prospers  so 
Is  just  tbe  sort  of  man  to  know ! 

"  It's  hardly  safe,  though,  talking  here— 

I'd  best  get  out  of  reach : 
For  such  a  weight  as  yours,  I  fear, 

Must  shortly  sink  the  beach !" — 
Insult  me  thus  because  I'm  stout ! 
I  vow  I'll  go  and  call  him  out ! 

R.  W.  G. 
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W^t  Mjxib  ira  Mt. 


QTIHE  amber  sunlight  of  an  autumn  noon 
*     Floods  a  still  chamber,  where  a  lady  kneels, 
Her  fair  face  white  with  inward  agony : 
Oh !  kind,  kind  tears,  why  will  ye  cease  to  flow  ? 
Why  will  ye  no  more  bathe  the  violet  depths 
Of  those  sad  eyes  ?    Alas !  not  hers  the  grief 
"Which  bursts  in  stormy  passion  for  an  hour. 
Then  melts,  dissolved  in  a  flood  of  tears ! 
Alas !  no  tears  can  call  hm  back — can  blot 
The  fatal  words  his  own  false  hand  hath  writ. 

And  now  she  comes  to  make  her  sacrifice — 
To  offer  on  the  blazing  hearth,  which  bums 
Bright  in  the  sunlight  of  that  autumn  noon. 
All  that  her  heart  holds  dearest,  all  that  make 
Her  young  life  happy  in  its  dream  of  love. 
Ah !  bright,  bright  dream  !     Ah  !   sad  and  sunless 
waking! 
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Forth  from  her  robe  with  trembling  hand  she  draws 

The  treasured  packet,  which  so  oft  had  been 

Her  hope,  her  joy,  her  comforter !  and  now — 

All  fSdse  those  well-loved  words,  those  cherished  lines : 

False  as  his  heart  who  wrote  them,     l^evei  more 

The  timid,  half-formed  hope  of  joy  shall  rise, 

Pointing  to  sunny  futures  far  away, 

Bright  in  the  golden  light  of  expectation. 

1^0  more  her  eyes  with  longing  look  shall  gaze 

Across  the  lone,  wide  waters,  towards  the  land 

Which  holds  the  idol  that  her  love  had  set 

Deep  in  the  sacred  temple  of  her  heart. 

Kever  again  her  hopes  and  joys  shall  be 

Linked  with  his  life,  and  bounded  by  his  love  ! 

'Tis  over  now  !  one  last  long  look  of  love — 

Love  which  lives  on  through  falsehood  and  through 

crime. 
And  then  her  white  hand  scatters  in  the  flame 
The  fluttering  fragments  where  her  lover's  hand 
Had  traced  those  vows,  all  lost,  all  broken  now ! 

'Tis  over  now  !  the  autumn  sun  shines  on. 
Kissing  the  golden  ripples  of  her  hair. 
But  in  her  heart  no  ray  of  sunlight  gleams, 
I^or  shall  again,  whilst  suns  shall  rise  and  set ! 

B.  N.  C,  OxFOKD.  W.  B. 
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Kit^Ig  baptism. 


j^  3  when  the  snowdrop  burstB  its  verdant  Bheath, 
•^^    Are  these  just  entering  on  the  awful  strife. 
Disclosing  buds  of  purest  white  beneath, 
Bo,  bom  again,  they  pass  from  death  to  life. 


Type  of  man's  primal  innocence,  the  flower 
All  lonely  shows  to  view  its  snowy  bloom ; 
While  overhead  the  threatening  tempests  lower, 
It  half -retiring  dreads  the  wintry  gloom : 


Yet  it  abides  the  storm,  endures  the  frost : 
0  grant,  life's  changes  and  its  chances  o'er. 
These  little  ones,  though  now  by  tempest  tost. 
At  Thy  right  hand  find  joys  for  evermore. 
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And  as  the  floweret  humbly  hangs  its  head, 
So  may  these  infants  bend  beneath  their  cross, 
Bear  it  to  life  immortal  from  the  dead, 
And  live  to  connt  all  other  gain  but  loss. 


May  they,  to  Thee  first  offered  in  their  youth, 
In  life  find  Thee  their  Life,  on  earth  the  Way, 
In  death  find  Thee  their  Life,  find  Thee  the  Truth, 
When  earthly  phantoms  vanish  and  decay. 

Ch.  Ch.,  Oxfobd.  F.  a.  W. 
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SOPH. 


^S  one  who  clings^ 
Suspended  o'er  a  treacherous  abyss, 
To  the  &ail  branches  of  a  creaking  pine 
Which  holds  by  rotten  roots  in  sandy  earth, 
And  soon  must  headlong  fall ;  who  looking  up 
Sees  nought  above  him  but  the  cloudless  heaven 
Smiling  in  pity,  and  fax  down  below 
Sees  nought  beneath  him  but  the  black  profound 
Frowning  in  expectation  grim,  the  while 
His  quick  heart  seems  to  mete  out  centuries ; — 
E'en  so  midway  'twixt  two  eternities 
"We  grasp  the  perishable  roots  of  Time ; 
Heaven  smiles  above  us  and  Hell  gapes  below, 
And  our  hearts  thunder,  ""What  will  be  the  end? 
Hell  ifl  so  terrible  and  Heaven  so  very  steep.*' 

OXFOED.  S.  M. 
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^xaQtritu  m  ^twctlg  of  a  i§^ati* 


iOniS  merry,  'tis  meny  in  Oxford  town, 

*     "When  the  snn  shines  fair  on  the  High, 
When  the  freshman  steals  by  in  cap  and  gown, 

In  fear  of  the  proctor's  eye ; 
When  the  cream-laid  swell  comes  mincing  on 

In  a  preternatural  tie. 
Which  saith  in  each  fold,  like  John  Homer  of  old, 

"What  a  good  boy  am  I ! " 


But  hark !  a  shout  of  wild  surprise. 

And  a  rush  to  a  distant  spot ; 
Each  man  to  the  centre  of  meeting  flies. 
And  a  stoical  Don,  of  pre- Adamite  guise, 
One  moment  forgets  his  oi/s  and  KaVa — 
The  only  mortal  things,  in  his  eyes, 
That  are  worth  a  single  jot ! 
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An  old  man  comes,  of  stalwart  frame, 
With  scowling  brow,  and  eye  of  flame-— 

One  of  Nature's  most  wonderful  progenies ; 
His  brow  is  white  with  age's  snows, 
He's  a  turn-down  mouth,  and  a  turn-up  nose, 
And  he  rolls,  at  the  imminent  risk  of  his  toes, 
A  huge  tub  before  him  whereyer  he  goes — 

It  is — ^yes,  it  must  be — ^Dioesirfes ! 

Striding  came  a  man  of  might, 
All  arrayed  in  flannel  white; 
Broad  in  chest,  in  aspect  grim, 
lithe  in  wrist,  in  figure  trim, 
Sharp  of  eye  and  large  of  limb ; 
Near  the  sage  he  took  his  station, 
Streaming  all  with  perspiration, 
On  his  bat  victorious  leaning 

From  the  match  he  helped  to  win, 
Like  a  cross  of  Sayers  and  Heenan, 

With  a  dash  of  Alfred  Mynn.— 

His  face,  his  garb,  his  height  and  sturdy  make. 
The  watchful  sage  surveyed,  and  thus  he  spake : 
"  In  Athens  while  I  slept,  Sir, 

Post-haste  from  Macedon 
Adown  the  street  there  stept.  Sir, 
King  Philip's  'Godlike  son.' 
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He  asked  me  in  a  crack  then 

What  he  for  me  could  do — 
Said  I,  *  Well,  just  stand  back,  then, 

And  let  me  see  the  view.' 
What  said  the  great  commander  ? 

'  Laugh,  gem'men,  if  you  please  I 
Were  I  not  Alexander, 

rd  be  Diogenes  ! ' 

'^  Ah !  that  was  Hving  like  a  man  / 

But  though  I  ever  search 
To  find  a  true  one  if  I  can, 

I'm  always  in  the  lurch ! 
So  go,  my  firiend,  and  shun  my  frown 

As  quickly  as  you  can ; 
To  find  a  man  I  came  to  town, 

But '  thou  art  not  the  man ! ' " 


followed  then  a  sturdy  form. 
Like  the  spirit  of  the  storm  ; 
He  whose  "  steps  beside  the  river  " 
.  Passed  **  for  ever  and  for  ever." — 
Jersey-clad,  with  ribbon'd  hat. 
Large,  but  still  eschewing  fat. 
Like  a  well-proportioned  rat ; 
Only  blest  when  oar  in  hand, 
Duck  on  water,  goose  on  land ; 
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Who  (like  Tyre's  imperial  daughter) 
Still  by  wood  and  water  stood, 

Till  his  brain  was  tamed  to  water. 
And  his  body  changed  to  wood ! 


'*  Alas !"  cried  the  sage,  "  all  my  efforts  are  nought, 

I  find  not  the  person  I  wish ; 
I  told  you  before^  'twas  a  man  that  I  sought, 

And  this  is  no  man,  but  a  fish ! " 


Next  came  a  tieless  youth  with  flowing  hair, 

And  eyeball  bright  with  Inspiration's  glare ; 

His  pallid  face  with  ceaseless  care  was  fraught, 

As  though  in  labour  to  produce  a  thought ; 

As  on  the  limner's  board  all  hues  unite 

To  form  at  length  a  blank  and  hueless  white. 

So  all  expressions  into  one  alloyed 

Chased  o'er  his  brow,  and  joined  to  form  a  void. 

His  wrinkled  forehead,  bald  before  its  time, 

Seemed  ever  aching  to  conceive  a  rhyme. 

And  from  his  lips  quotations  by  the  score — 

Pope,  Byron,  Shakspeare,  Tennyson,  and  Moore, 

Did  thick  and  threefold  in  confusion  fly, 

As  spouts  the  mince-meat  from  the  riven  pie. 
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Wnd  rolled  his  eye,  and  with  ecstatic  stare 
Viewed  a  congenial  vacuum  everywhere ; 
In  every  part  he  seemed,  from  cap  to  shoes, 
A  tailor's  Laureate  or  a  bellman's  Muse. 


"  Alas !"  cried  the  Cynic,  "  again  am  I  dished ! 

In  vain  for  my  hero  I  look ; 
I  told  you  before,  'twas  a  man  that  I  wished, 

And  this  is  no  man,  but  a  book ! '' 


Slow  passed  a  haggard  form  of  dwarfish  span, 
The  pencilled  outline  of  a  half- wrought  man. 
Arrayed  in  threadbare  black  of  shrunken  size. 
And  green-hued  glasses  shading  greener  eyes, 
Whichy  worn  by  sleepless  nights  and  airless  days, 
Shrank  from  the  tyrant  sun's  unwonted  rays. 
Champion  of  wisdom !  sure  were  his  renown. 
Could  life  but  last  him  till  he  gain  the  crown ; 
Who  bends  o'er  parchment  scroll  his  parchment  cheek. 
Talks  in  filched  Latin,  thinks  in  borrowed  Greek, 
"Weighs  every  word,  and  every  man  surveys, 
Like  knotty  passage  or  disputed  phrase, 
And  at  each  rook  that  caws,  each  leaf  that  waves, 
Hurls  piles  of  Mantuan  or  Horatian  staves ; 
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O'er  hair's-breadtli  quibbles  wages  endless  strife. 
And  seeks  by  death  to  gain  the  means  of  life ; 
His  only  Creed  from  Porson's  notes  he  draws^ 
His  Decalogae,  from  Jelf  s  and  Bentley's  laws. 
Beads  fossil  grammars  like  a  sacred  rite, 
And  '*  duly  meditates  thereon  by  night ; " 
Each  useless  fact  to  memory's  care  commits, 
Shuns  food  and  sleep,  and  wastes  in  studious  fits 
His  money,  time,  and  (last  and  least)  his  wits ; 
Still  backwards  sliding,  though  he  onward  press. 
Himself  sole  barrier  to  his  own  success ; 
Fix'dly  unfixed,  still  breaking  rules  by  rule, 
A  foolish  student,  and  a  studious  fool ; 
Aimlessly  eager,  by  himself  outrun, 
And  far  to  busy  to  get  business  done ; 
Casting  for  gold,  with  sand  he  fills  his  net. 
Learns  just  enough  to  aid  him  to  forget. 
And  (like  the  Thracian  king  with  madness  rife) 
Devours  his  body  to  preserve  his  life ! 


"  Woe's  me !"  quoth  the  Cynic ;  "  in  this  my  desire. 

Success  I  have  little  to  boast ; 
I  teU  you  again,  *tis  a  man  I  require. 

And  this  is  no  man,  but  a  ghost ! " 
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The  shades  of  night  were  falling  fast, 
When  through  the  sp^ions  High  there  passed 
A  form  in  gown  of  strange  deyice, 
Who  uttered  in  a  tone  of  ice, 

'  "  Tour  name  and  college ! " 


His  hrow  was  black,  his  eye  beneath 
Shone  like  a  wrathful  bulldog's  teeth ; 
And  still  amid  the  darkness  rung 
The  accents  of  his  weU-known  tongue  : 

"  Your  name  and  college ! " 


*'  Try  not  the  Hi^,"  the  porter  said, 
"  Dark  lowers  the  proctor,  bulldog-led." 
But  forth  in  ''  loud  "  illegal  dress 
The  youth  went,  crying  "  Let  him  guess 
My  name  and  coUege ! '' 

(Salf  an  hour  ehpicsj 

^<  0  stay,"  his  comrade  said,  '^  and  rest 
Thy  wearied  limbs  and  panting  chest !  ^' 
To  gain  their  wind  the  fliers  try, 
When  lol  a  figure  gliding  nigh 

Cries,  "  I^Tame  and  college !  " 

VOL.  IT.  L  2 
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**  Beware  the  proctor's  sacred  paunchy 
Beware  the  rushing  bulldog's  launch !" 
This  was  the  porter's  last  good-night ; 
A  voice  replied,  *^  It  serves  me  right 

For  cutting  college !  '^ 

Next  mom,  as  tolled  the  stroke  of  nine, 
Two  youths  in  dread  of  penal  fine 
Slunk  silent  through  the  awftil  gate, 
And  "  hoped  they  were  not  much  too  late, 

They'd  run  from  coUege !  " 

There,  like  a  mouse-awaiting  cat, 
Awful  and  calm  the  proctor  sat ; 
And,  like  a  death-knell  booming  &r, 
A  voice  fell  stem :  "  This  week  you  are 
Confined  to^  college !  ^' 


**  By  Jove!"  quoth  the  sage,  "  when  the  next  fellow's 
past, 

I'U  pack  up  my  tub  and  begone ; 
I  thought  I  had  foimd  what  I  wanted  at  last, 

And  lo !  'tis  no  man,  but  a  Don  I " 
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Weary  was  the  Cynic  seeker, 

Wrathful  grew  his  jaded  eye, 
As  his  toil-woni  limhs  waxed  weaker, 

Ever  rose  his  rage  more  high ; 
And  in  toi\es  of  thunder  spoke  he, 

With  a  hlaok  and  frowning  brow : 
'*Tjf5e  was  «rov,  ^iutKey 

Kai  TOt*^  &vBpa  irvyBdyovV* 


Sndden,  hard  by,  a  voice  discordant  rung, 
While  Echo  vainly  tried  her  mimic  tongue : — 
*'  You  may  argue  for  weeks  of  your  Eomans  and  Greeks, 

And  of  all  such  compaay, 
But  I'll  venture  to  say  there  are  fellows  here  to-day 

Who  may  rival  Antiquity  ! 
To  its  uttermost  bound  search  the  world  around, 

And  look  in  each  comer  you  can ; 
But,  sober  or  mellowi  you'll  not  find  such  a  fellow 

As  a  thorough-bred  Oxford  MANT ! " 


The  sage  expectant  Ufte  his  brow  o'ercast. 

And  hails  in  hope  the  long-sought  "  MAN  "  at  last. 
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Entered  then  a  gay-plumed  "bird,'' 
Bow-legged,  booted,  capped,  and  spurred ; 
Horse-shoe  pin,  and  horse-hoof  face, 
Lent  their  charms  his  form  to  grace ; 
Brick-dust  colour,  coal-black  hair, 
Ostler  build  and  blackleg  air  ,- 
Sporting  Life  on  this  side  hung, 
Sporting  card  on  that  was  slung. 
Sporting  whip  around  him  swung. 
Man  of  metal  (mixture  able !), 

Equal  parts  of  lead  and  brass, 
^Nursling  of  a  kindred  stable. 

Bred  by  cross  of  horse  and  ass. 


*'  Too  bad !  "  growled  the  sage ;  "  from  my  first-proposed 
plan 

I'll  straightway  effect  a  divorce ; 
IVe  said  all  along  that  I  wanted  a  many 

And  this  is  no  man  but  a  horse ! 
Yet  time  may  remove  what  at  present  annoys — 

I  shall  not  return  until  then ; 
Perhaps  they'll  be  men  when  they  think  themselves  boys. 

Since  they're  boys  when  they  think  themselves  men ! " 

"  Diogenes." 
Wadh.  Coli.  (late  of  Queen's),  Oxford. 
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fitter  fat  j^iant 


"  Summer  is  gone  with  all  its  roses,  ■ 
Its  sun  and  perfumes  and  sweet  flowers, 
Its  warm  air  and  refreshing  showers ; 
And  even  Autumn  closes. 

**  Tea,  Autumn's  chilly  self  is  going, 
And  "Winter  comes  which  is  yet  colder ; 
Each  day  the  hoar  frost  waxes  bolder, 
And  the  last  buds  cease  blowing." 

GHBISTIKiL  KOBSBTTI. 

VJEuffiTEEIIT  pariter  cum  sole  et  odoribus  aestas, 
*      TJndique  flos  cecidit,  deperiere  rossB. 
Jam  posuit  Zephyrus,  cessat  genitabilis  imber ; 
Automnus  summos  jam  legit  ipse  dies : 

Jam  legit  ipso  dies  summos  gelidusque  recedit, 
Bromaque  Mgidior  firigidiorque  venit : 

Inque  dies  semper  glacies  audacior  instat, 
TJltimaque  amisso  gemma  rubore  dolet. 

Ch.  Ch.,  Oxford.  G. 
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W>HE  various  boys  at  **  private  sehools/' 
*     The  idle  and  "  the  saps," 
In  one  great  class  together  lie. 
Denominated  '*  cha/p^P 

Next,  when  a  '*  public  school "  they  seek^ 

Each  one  is  known  to  fame, 
As  clever,  stupid,  bright,  or  dull. 

And  ^^  fellow  "  is  his  name. 

But  when  to  "  College  "  they  go  up, 

All  are  not  felhtvB  then ; 
But,  whether  young  or  old,  are  all 

Called,  tpsofaetOf  '*men.^^ 

OXFOKD.  PrUDENS. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


133 


^btt  %  f^aox. 


tfVYEB  the  moor  with  the  sunlight  trailing 
^   Like  golden  tresses  adown  the  sky, 
Over  the  moor  we  idly  wandered, 
Mabel  and  I. 

Mabel's  soft  eyes  were  a  sleeping  ocean 
Of  deep  and  tranquil,  fathomless  blue. 
And  her  brow  like  the  snow-drift  of  icy  December, 
So  spotless  its  hue. 

Over  the  moor,  while  the  last  ray  lingered, 
Lightbg  the  west  with  its  fading  fires, 
Like  the  final  spark  of  hope  disappointed, 
Ere  it  expires ! 

Over  the  moor,  with  the  sunset  pouring 
Into  our  hearts  a  soothing  balm. 
Onward  we  roamed  in  that  quiet  gloaming, 
Mystic  and  calm. 
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Long  is  that  eventide  past,  and  its  memory 
Is  all  that  remains  to  my  desolate  heart, 
Since  stem-eyed  Necessity  issued  its  fiat 
Bidding  us  part. 

Mabel  was  rich— a  beautiful  heiress, 
And  I  was  an  unknown  orphan,  and  poor ; 
But  we  thought  not  of  this  when  loving  we  wandered 
Over  the  moor. 

Where  is  she  now  whom  I  once  thought  perfectipn  ? 
Whose  lonely  heart  has  she  made  rejoice  ? 
Thinks  she  ever  of  me  whom  she  loved  in  her  girlhood — 
Her  maiden  choice  ? 

Over  the  moor  I  have  many  times  journeyed, 
'Neath  sunlight,  and  moonlight,  and  tranquil  sky, 
But  my  heart  never  warms  as  when  loving  we  wandered, 
Mabel  andl! 

B.  N.  C,  OxpoED.  W.  B. 
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'J^xffcma. 


Some  hare  firom  a  cruel  Muse  the  knack 
To  write  bad  verse,  and  think  it  fiinny. 

So  Kurse  gives  baby  powders  black 
Disguised,  and  passes  them  for  honey. 

Wadham  Coll.,  Oxfobd.  G.  S.  M. 


SaBva  dedit  multiB  hano  ortem  Mnsa  poetis 
Quod  fsez  in  scriptis  pro  sale  ssepe  valet. 

Ponitor  in  flentis  pueri  dc  gatture  pnlyis 
Dnm  fingit  Ifutrix  nil  nisi  mella  capL 

Ch.  Ch.,  Oxfoed.  O. 
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J^abji  ^McmthtxkwxQt'B  ^artg. 


OCABCE  sixteen  summers  had  I  seen 
*^  When  Cupid  first  assailed  me ; 
Since  then,  how  often  has  he  been 
And  regularly  nailed  me ! 

At  Lady  Lumberlounge's  rout 
I  met  the  Queens  of  Fashion ; 

And  all  the  damsels  newly  out 
Excited  my  compassion. 

They  all  had  dainty  feet,  and  all 
Could  dance  with  perfect  action ; 

No  wonder,  then,  that  at  the  ball 
I  flirted  to  distraction. 

I  waltzed  with  half-a-hundred  girls, 

Tore  half-a-dozen  dresses ; 
And  on  bright  eyes  and  floating  curls 

I  lavished  my  caresses. 
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Each  figure  brought  fresh  charms  to  sight, 
Each  dance  a  new-found  treasure : 

Ereah  feet  with  mine  trip  &st  and  light. 
Fresh  hands  return  my  pressure : 


Ereah  eyes  meet  mine  with  loving  glance, 
Eresh  lips  respond  so  sweetly 

To  my  impassioned  words — ^perchance 
Not  always  quite  discreetly. 


And  in  each  lovely  jewelled  ear, 
As  round  we  fly  careering, 

I  whisper  words  to  which  I  hear 
Eeplies  the  most  endearing. 


And  forms  of  fairy  grace  were  there, 

And  exquisite  complexions  ; 
And  some  were  dark,  and  some  were  fedr, 

But  all  won  my  affections. 


And  here  and  there  a  glowing  cheek, 
Or  lips  just  sweetly  parted, 

Would  claim  a  kiss,  for  I  was  weak. 
And  young  and  tender-hearted. 
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The  ball  broke  up.    I  went  to  bed 
(What  time  I  will  not  mention) ;  ^ 

A  pain  next  morning  in  my  head 
Absorbed  my  whole  attention. 


It  banished  every  tender  thought, 

It  stifled  all  affection, 
And  for  a  week  within  me  wrought 

A  feeling  of  dejection. 


ExETEB  Coll.,  Oxfobd.  A.  G. 
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MiMu^. 


ffiA.'KE  to  me  at  midnight  one  who  perished 
^^    In  the  dead  past,  speaking  in  a  dream ; 
Yery  like  to  life  and  unlike  seemed  he 
As  an  image  glassed  within  a  stream. 


I  had  known  him  and  the  one  he  spake  of, 
Loved  them,  seen  them  suffer,  knew  not  why ; 

Thus  he  told  of  yearning  long  protracted, 
Quenched  but  when  his  time  was  come  to  die. 

Years  I  lingered  lone  in  anguish  utter, 
Till  at  length  his  step  broke  on  my  pain, 

And  with  hope  my  feeble  heart  did  flutter 
As  his  eyes  stayed  on  my  face  again. 

There  at  last  whom  I  had  lored  so  dearly. 
There  the  lip  commanding,  arched,  and  red, 

Tinted  cheek,  and  brown  hair  slightly  curly 
Bound  the  pettish,  proud,  imperious  head. 
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There  the  look  of  conscious  self-possession, 
As  of  one  too  proud  to  care  for  love, 

The  bewitching  mouth,  and  bold  expression 
Of  the  glowing  hazel  eyes  above. 


There  he  stood  before  me  bright  with  beauty, 
And  my  heart  revived  as  in  the  sun : 

Long  had  worship  of  him  fought  with  duty, 
It  had  killed  me,  but  the  strife  was  done. 


By  the  hand  he  took  me,  looking  through  me. 
Making  out  what  meant  the  altered  mien ; 

And  my  heart  leapt  up  to  feel  he  knew  me 
There  at  length,  and  all  that  I  had  been. 


**  Say,*'  he  whispered,  '*  what  it  is  that  ails  thee ; 

Tell  me  all,  for  now  I  wish  to  hear ;  '* 
And  I  said,^'  I  would,  but  that  it  fails  me, 

My  weak  spirit,  and  the  end  is  near." 


"  Speak,"  he  muttered,  husky,  self-revealing. 
And  I  would,  but  could  not,  panting  so ; 

"  Quick  and  speak,"  he  muttered  flushed  with  feeling, 
**  Thou  hadst,  but  I  would  not  years  ago." 
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Wistful  with  wild  eye^  he  stared  upon  me, 
Tender,  but  imperious  with  command ; 

Never  had  such  beauty  awed  or  won  me, 
And  I  spake  out  while  he  held  my  hand  :- 


**^  It  hath  pained  me  we  so  long  were  parted. 
And  the  more,  thou  caredst  not,  only  I ; 

Sick  to  death  I  am,  and  broken-hearted ; 
Thou  art  come  at  last  to  see  me  die. 


*'  Thou  wilt  kiss  me  once  before  I  perish- 
Once  before  I  fail  and  be  no  more. 

That  thy  kiss  hereafter  I  may  cherish ; 
It  will  glad  me  on  the  silent  shore. 


''  Thou'lt  not  leave  me  now  that  I  am  dying. 
Thou  wilt  stay  and  bid  a  kind  good-bye; " 

There  I  stoppM  short  for  his  replying. 
But  it  came  not,  and  ho  turned  his  eye — 


All  about  the  glowing  purples  fluttered, 
And  the  evening  deepened  more  and  more ; 

And  at  length  in  his  proud  way  he  muttered, 
*^  I  had  known,  but  would  not,  years  before. 
VOL.  rv.  M 
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"  I  indeed  have  treated  thee  unkindly ; 

But  I  knew  not  that  such  love  could  be : 
What  few  joys  we  might  have  miss  we  blindly^ 

And  the  past  is  dead  to  thee  and  me. 


**  Long  enough  I've  ate  myself  with  passion, 
As  I  laughed  and  jeered  and  dealt  my  scorn, 

While  the  world  but  living  to  some  fjEUshion 
Cared  not  how  the  heart  was  bruised  and  torn. 


"  Leave  thee !  trust  me  I  will  leave  thee  never ; 

"Not  too  much  of  kindness  has  been  mine : 
All  my  follies  they  are  gone  for  ever, 

And  henceforth  for  ever  I  am  thine." 


Then  he  kissed  me,  and  he  did  caress  me, 
Cheered  me  with  the  dear  old  smile  again. 

And  his  presence  did  so  soothe  and  bless  me 
That  I  did  forget  the  ache  and  pain. 


St.  John's  Coll.,  Oxford.  Wbntwood. 
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MA  SB  A  CONOSCER  LA   PRIMA  RADICE 

DEL  NOSTRO  AMOR  TU   HAI   COTANTO  AFFETTO 

FAR6  come  COLUI  CHI  PIANGE  E  DICE.     . 


r  skall  we  solve  these  mysteries — 
The  needle  quivering  to  the  pole, 
The  flame  that  seeks  a  higher  goal, 
•  The  steady  currents  of  the  seas, 
The  yearnings  of  a  human  soul  ? 

Oh!  is  there  any  key  above  ? 

When  shall  the  darkness  quite  depart? 

Or  who  shall  now  the  truth  impart  ? 
What  are  these  longings  after  love 

That  vex  the  universal  heart  ? 

Tor  every  petal  red  and  white, 
Each  casual  blossom  that  we  cull, 
Turns  from  its  birthplace  dark  and  dull, 

And  trembles  to  the  golden  light, 
As  man  towards  the  Beautiful. 

VOL.  IV. 
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I  knew  her  good,  I  deemed  her  kind. 
Her  laugh  was  sweet,  her  voice  was  low : 
My  richest  love  I  did  bestow — 

My  best,  my  richest,  but  to  find 
My  hope  had  set  in  hopeless  woe. 


And 'then,  when  all  my  life  was  blurred, 
She  added  to  my  bitter  mood 
The  knowledge  she  was  fair  and  good. 

And  smote  me  with  a  tender  word 
And  kindliness  of  womanhood. 


Then  shall  I  take  a  lower  place, 
And  mould  me  to  a  lower  end, 
And  so  the  broken  casket  mend  ? 

This  is  my  answer  to  her  face: 
*  A  lover  cannot  be  a  Mend.' 


Yet  shall  I,  if  I  hold  her  fair, 

And  dreamt  her  love  could  equal  mine, 
In  maudlin  tenderness  repine 

And  starve  of  all  its  nobler  fare 
A  life  that  love  has  made  divine  ? 
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Nol  let  it  go :  I  fairly  sought 

And  fedrly  lost  a  costly  prize : 

I  will  not  waste  my  Ufe  in  sighs ; 
She  shaU  not  know  the  woe  she  wrought. 

And  this  shall  be  my  one  reprise. 


So  let  it  go  :  but  such  is  love, 
It  never  can  be  wholly  vain ; 
But,  after  sorrow's  tearful  rain, 

It  shall  return,  as  did  the  dove, 
To  bring  the  lover  joy  again. 


OxFOKD.  Ty'r  Ywen» 
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^E  were  going  down  to  dinner  ; 
Nancy  Nevil  she  was  leaning 
On  my  arm ;  I  vowed  to  win  her, 
Or,  if  she  refused  me,  meaning 

To  betake  me  to  the  river, 

•And  there  perish  like  a  kitten, 
By  a  shaft  from  Cupid's  quiver 
Through  the  heart  severely  smitten. 

With  this  wise  determination, 

To  the  fire-side  I  led  her. 
Thinking  of  the  conversation 

That  must  come  before  the  header 

Into  matrimony's  ocean — 
The  proposal  and  permission, 

Or  the  requisite  emotion 
In  the  case  of  prohibition. 
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\ 

Tablets  of  my  recollection, 

Fain  would  I  obliterate  you  ! 
<*  Idol  of  my  heart's  affection" 

Now  no  more  I  designate  you. 

It  was  rather  too  vexatious, 

"When  I  suddenly  detected 
That  her  back  hair  was  fallacious. 

Which  I  never  had  suspected. 

That  discovery,  though  shocking 

At  the  time  beyond  expression, 
Eescued  me  as  I  was  rocking 

On  the  waves  of  indiscretion. 

No  more  thoughts  about  the  river, 

Occupied  my  waking  fancy. 
No  more  dreams  that  made  me  shiver 

In  my  sleep,  for  love  of  Nancy. 

Now  no  more  a  love-sick  gaper. 

Unconcerned  I  saw  the  heading 
Of  a  page  in  last  night's  paper 

All  about  Miss  NeviUs  wedding. 

Exeter  College,  Oxford.  A. 
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TIIEBIEy  ^j  o'er  silYer  seas, 

*^    And  when  you  reach  the  linden-trees, 

6h)  seek  my  lady  duly : 
Tell  her  that  both  by  day  and  night 
To  dream  of  her  is  my  delight. 

And  that  I  love  her  truly. 


Omoki>. 
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¥    PASSEB,  voUta  super  nitentes 
*^     FluctuB,  et  tilias  requirere  inter 
Nympham,  delicias  moas,  memento. 
Quanta  Isetitia  levet  tenebras 
Quantd  Mnemosyne  vices  diei, 
Et  quam  fidus  amans  colat,  moneto. 


Oxford.  Puhleigh. 
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^pttap^mm  (^rpfj^tns. 


Etsi  me  Ciconum  lacerarunt  Orphea  matres, 

Nee  vox  nee  blandse  non  siluere  fides ; 
Parce  taiaen  nimio  fletu  irrorare  jacentem  : 

Nobile  et  in  dura  morte  levamen  inest. 
Non  thalamos  posthac  nuptamque,  preearia  dona, 

Mox  amissimiB,  Bite  jubente,  petam ; 
Ipse  sed  Elysios  habitem  loca  lucida  campos 

Jam  licet,  et  propria  perfinar  Emydice. 

Tbin.  Coll.,  Cambbidoe.  H.  C.  6.  M. 


^HEN  tuneful  Orpheus  sought,  and  sought  in  vain, 
To  win  his  late-lost  bride  to  life  again — 
When  on  earth's  threshold  his  fond  backward  eye 
Dissolved  too  soon  the  lovely  phantasy — 
When  Charon  warned  him  from  the  Stygian  shore, 
And  bade  the  living  wcmderer  pass  no  more  : 
"  Yet  shalt  thou  bear  me  to  her  arms,"  he  cried ; 
Then  upward  fled,  invited  death,  and  died. 
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The  gloomy  wave  he  passed  unchallenged  then, 
Free  of  the  place,  a  lawful  denizen : 
With  no  sad  harp  he  sought,  nor  melting  moan, 
The  thankless  favours  of  the  infernal  throne ; 
But  through  the  Elysian  bowers  for  ever  strayed. 
Locked  in  her  shadowy  arms,  himself  a  shade. 


Trin.  Coll.,  Cambridge.  H.  C.  G.  M. 
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"  mtitnrd  j^trma  J^gac:" 


VBOU  SHAKBaPKASB's    '^  FA8SI0KATE  FIL6SDC.'' 


9f   A  PXETE  wevdaXiae^  Mw^at  ^iXcu,  fyxer  aotiag* 
'^^     Kwfidtrha  TaX&reuiv  Mipcarovt  &XXoirpOffaXXoK» 
Hawlr  hpuntifOitrav  ev\  rpialv  ^ AXipeaifioUit 
**A  Tifij&yffrov  rhv  ^paZiMOva  Kopr  k^Ckaaev^ 
'ElaoKa  fikv  icaXoc  rtiviatr  liv^*  iinroTa  AcX^c, 
KaX3c  k^y  roaovTOv  oaov  KoKKiimK  hv  eiri. 

"Ap^ere  Trep^aXiac,  Muftrai  (^CKai,  op^^cr'  aoidac' 

Ni/y  TTorl  rdy,  worl  Tijyoy  &/iOi/3a^/c*  oi  S'  W  epuyroc 
^fj^a  KvXoi^idwyri  fidray'  *A  S'  ov  ri  irply  ei^eiy 
Oarl,  TTply  fj  oy    epwr  hylrj  yXvKvy,  igey  oKiaari 
Triyor  rdy  iraydiroTfjLOv,  airdy^aa^ai  re  Troi^erp* 
CI  Xl^otf  ta  FaXdreia,  rd  vdy^*  utg  dypia  wcUfrheig. 
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"Apxcrc  TTEv^aXiact  MUtrcu  ^/Xai,  ^x*'"'  o^i^dc* 
At,  at  TOLv  TaXaTEtav  iirel  tv  tov,  fj  rbr  avficrgq, 
OifKiri  r'  ajJulKyriptac  fifta  vvy  dvvaaral  tv  ^lutKeir 
Tdc  KwpaQ  /iiya  w&fia  rlt  oi/K  UXauffev  6.v;  at,  at* 

^*Apj(ers  irev^aXiag,  MCiffai  (jiCKaiy  ^X^'"'  ttoiSdf 
Kutpag  tmrora  koKoq  W  apyaX^ac  kXvyix^' 
At,  at*  ws  CLEKOiffd  Viv  d^Xeaev,  d  ^'  ^a  vcic^' 
^pa^fWffvyaf  rov  Zk  rpmrov  oh  irevcreitr^e  /^ejSaXocy 
"hnroT^  e^ei  ^avarov,  x^  <j*pddfnay  tclv  TaXdreiav* 

Ariyere  wev^aXiaci  Mwcrac,  ir*,  X^ycr'  dot^dc* 


St.  John's  Coll.,  Oxford.  W.  B. 
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Love  me  not  for  comely  grace, 
For  my  pleasing  eye  or  face. 
Nor  for  any  outward  part, 
No,  nor  for  my  constant  heart, — 

For  those  may  fail,  or  trim  to  ill, 
So  thou  and  I  shall  sever : 
Weep  therefore  a  true  woman's  eye 
And  love  me  still,  but  know  not  why — 

So  hast  thou  the  same  reason  still 
To  dote  upon  me  ever. 

No;  tibi  grata  Yenus  quod  me  commendeti  amato, 

Suave  quod  eniteant  lumina,  suave  gense, 
Keu  quia  sit  qua  parte  mese  capiare  figorse, 

Ipsam  ne  tanti,  Lydia,  pende  Mem : 
Ista  quidem  dilapsa  cadant  pejorave  &int, 

Mutua  sic  noster  vincla  resolyet  amor, 
Ergo  femineum  ne  desere  femina  morem, 

Sempor  amans  nesci  cur  ita  semper  ames ; 
Sic  eadem  tibi  causa  manet,  pulcerrima,  cur  tu 

Nullo  non  me  sis  deperitura  die. 

Madg.  Coll.,  Cambridge.  G.  P. 
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^Dip.  Ttbanntjs.— Lines  463-482. 


^HO  is  it  whom  the  Delphian  rock 
Pronounces  to  have  wrought 
In  this  fair  land, 
With  hlood-stained  hand, 

Deeds  with  such  evil  fraught  ? 

Now  is  it  time  for  him  to  ply 

His  foot  in  speedy  flight, 
"With  storm- swift  horses  he  must  vie, 
And  swifter  far  than  these  must  fly ; 

For  Zeus'  son  in  might. 

Arrayed  in  arms  casts  down  in  ire 
His  thunder  and  his  lightning's  Are, 

And  the  Fates  of  purpose  dread 
With  insatiate  desire 

To  seek  the  wretch  have  sped. 
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For  from  the  moimt  Parnassus, 
Across  the  snow-capped  height. 

The  message  ran, 

That  every  man 
Should  track  the  murderer's  flight. 

In  forest  wilds  he  wanders ; 

As  when  a  hull  alone 
With  wretched  foot  may  stray 
O'er  each  cave  and  stony  way 

"With  solitary  moan, 

So  from  the  sacred  oracles. 
And  those  dread  prophecies, 

To  which  the  earth 

Of  late  gave  hirth, 
Full  speedily  he  flies. 

But  with  vigour  ever  new 

His  course  they  still  pursue. 

Oxford.  ^• 
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^wm  of  %  ''  ^^oUb*''  mm. 


^ITH  weariness  and  anguidi 
I  laid  my  logic  by  : 
Looked  at  my  watch — ^'twas  midnight — 

Ah !  deeply  did  I  sigh ; 
And,  worn  with  toil  and  grinding, 

I  slept,  and  in  my  sleep 
I  heard  a  voice  exclaiming, 
In  hnrried  words  and  deep : — 

Ah,  thou !  what  dost  thou  here 

In  the  Plays  and  Logic  now? 
Is  this  the  time  to  haste  thy  work — 

To  save  the  dreadful  plough  ? 
No  !     Let  not  thy  Moderations 

Inflame  thy  heated  brain : 
Go  scratch !  and  mount  thy  charger — 

Gk)  back  to  thy  bat  again. 

VOL.  IV. 
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Leave  Sophocles  and  Logic, 

Bohn's  crib  and  Latin  Frose, 
To  men  who  have  more  time  to  spare^ 

Who  run  it  not  so  close. 
Thou  canst  not  pass  with  reading 

For  three  weeks  with  a  cram — 
Thou  that  hast  pulled  in  the  eight  so  oft^ 

And  fished  in  the  Godstow  dam. 


Leave  to  the  stem  Logician 

His  fiEdlacies  and  schemes ; 
Give  to  the  crows  the  Latin  Frose, 

Go  fish  for  the  two-pound  breams. 
Thine,  classman  ]  be  the  Logic, 

Classman !  the  Ftose  be  thine — 
The  Tragic  Verse  and  the  Plays  so  terse — 

May  the  bat  and  the  oar  be  mine ! 


Beneath  thy  yoke  the  classman, 

0  Prose !  shall  veil  his  brow. 
And  the  midnight  curled  revellers 

Before  thy  form  shall  bow ; 
The  undergrads  of  Christ  Church 

Shall  quake  thy  face  to  see^ 
And  Brasenose  with  its  heart  of  steel 

Shall  yield  to  only  thee. 
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And,  youth !  what  wilt  thou  say, 

And  how  shall  we  get  thee  through  ? 
Shall  well  read  Prose  for  one  whole  Long 

And  a  well-read  coach  or  two. 
Use  well  the  Long  Vacation, 

Take  thou  a  coach  to  Wales, 
Climb  thou  the  heights  of  Snowdon, 

Or  plunge  amid  her  vales. 


Oxford. 
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MeffoyvtCTtoig  ir6a  &pcuQ» 

ASkCKEOJX,  ODS  m. 


¥N  midnight's  silent  hour, 

*    When  the  Bear  was  turned  away 

To  the  hand  of  great  Bootes, 

And  the  world  in  slumber  lay : 
Then  Cupid,  gently  halting, 

Tapped  softly  at  my  door — 
Tapped  softly  at  the  &stening. 

And  then  again  once  more. 
"  Who  at  my  door  is  knocking, 

To  break  my  dreams  so  fair  ?" 
I  asked,  and  Cupid  answered, 

"  0  banish  all  your  care ! 
'Tis  but  a  child,  a  wanderer 

Amid  the  moonless  night. 
One  drenched  by  rain  and  dewdrops. 

So  banish  all  affright." 
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And  heariiig  this  I  hastened 

And,  kindling  a  light, 
I  opened,  and  a  lovely  child 

Came  to  my  wondering  sight. 
He  bore  a  case  of  arrows, 

Hung  by  a  silver  bow  : 
I  placed  him  by  the  firelight. 

To  warm  beneath  its  glow : 
I  pressed  his  tiny  hands  in  mine. 

And  from  his  curly  head 
The  drops  of  chilling  water, 

Like  drenching  rain,  were  shed. 
But  when  the  cold  had  left  him, 

'*  Come  now,  I  pray  thee,  bring," 
Said  he,  "  my  bow  and  arrows, 

That  I  may  prove  the  string." 
Then,  bending  it,  he  pierced  me 

"Within  my  inmost  breast, 
And  laughing  said,  '*  The  string  is  good. 

But  you  will  know  no  rest." 

B.  N.  C,  Oxford.  0. 
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[0  more  to  sit  beside  her,  and  to  watch  her  winsome 

face, 

With  its  sad  and  soft  expression ;  no  more  again  to  trace 
The  myriad  emotions  which  around  her  featores  play. 
And,  as  light  as  summer  vapours,  chase  each  other  fSar 

away. 


No  more  to  sit  beside  her,  and  hear  her  silvery  voice 
Bing  its  echoes  in  my  heart,  till  its  inmost  depths  rejoice ; 
iMTo  more  to  hear  her  whispered  words,  or  catch  her  lightest 

sighs. 
Or  watch  the  gleams  of  love  revolve  within  those  glorious 

eyes. 
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1^0  more  to  sit  beside  her,  with  hand  enclasped  in  hand, 
While  heart  begins  to  tremble  and  bosom  to  expand : 
When  the  head  is  bent  in  silence,  and  the  dark,  soft  curls 

above 
Are  restrag  lightly  on  the  cheek  that  beams  with  untold 

love. 


No  more  to  watch  the  sunsets  at  summer-eve  decline. 
Beneath  the  lime  tree  resting  with  her  little  hand  in  mine ; 
When  hearts  would  leap  together  and  eyes  full  fondly  meet, 
And  eager  lips  but  burned  to  feel  love's  kisses  ever  sweet. 


But,  alas  for  choQging  seasons !  I  sit  in  sorrow  now ; 

My  eyes'  bright  light  is  quenched,  and  a  shade  is  on  my 

brow: 
Still  sinks  the  sun  in  glory  in  the  smooth  becrimsoned  sea. 
Yet  she  who  made  its  light  so  dear  is  long  since  lost  to  me. 


B.  N.  C,  Oxford.  0. 
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FEOM  THE  FBEKCH  OF  BEBANGEB. 

CEOWN  we  the  brimming  cup  with  the  blood-red  roses 
of  Love; 
Our  temples  bound  with  wreaths  of  the  vermeil  roses, 
Merrily  drink  we,  my  friends,  to  the  gods  of  the  pleasures 
above ! 
Each  in  his  turn,  to  a  jubilant  strain. 
Drink  we  and  circle  the  goblet  again. 

The  rose  is  the  Queen  of  the  Flowers ! 
The  rose  is  the  pet  of  the  bosom  of  Spring, 
Dear  to  the  gods,  as  they  drink,  as  they  sing 

In  their  sweet  Olympian  bowers. 
The  little  god  of  Love  himself, 

"While  the  lute's  melodious  numbers 

Break  the  drowsy  Oread's  slumbers, 
Entwines  his  flowing  locks  with  odoriferous  roses ; 
And  with  his  companion  Graces 
Around  the  laughing  Cyris  merrily,  merrily  paces. 

S.  Cath.,  Cambbidge.  2r. 
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Mlaxt^  ^Riholul 


FIFTH.  CENTURY. 

0,  samtly  ruffians  lead  the  crowds  that  cheer 
The  faith's  defender  or  a  charioteer ; 
The  circus  echoes  with  conflicting  cries, 
The  legions  tremble,  and  their  Prefect  flies, 
And  surging  in  tumultuous  array 
Out  pours  the  mob  to  plunder  and  to  pray  ; 
Red  stream  the  aqueducts,  the  houses  blaze, 
They  slay  their  brethren,  and  their  God  they  praise. 

VOL.  V.  B 
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All  night  they  triumph — while  no  force  retards — 

Morn  brings  repentance,  and  the  Emperor's  guards. 

They  hide  the  plunder,  and  they  seek  the  church 

To  join  the  chant  or  'scape  the  Praetor's  search, 

Or  hear  some  hermit's  arguments  to  prove 

Such  deeds  meet  service  to  the  God  of  love ; 

"While  round  the  astonished  world  in  clamorous  hosts 

Their  bishops  ride,  and  ruin  half  the  posts. 

To  find  a  faith  that  varies  every  hour 

With  every  varying  smile  or  frown  of  power.* 

Trinity  Coll.  D.  A.  Vidal. 


*  A  bishop,  an  orthodox  bishop,  asserts  that  his  brethren  half 
ruined  the  imperial  posts  by  their  zeal  in  trying  to  find  the  faith  at 
Church  Congresses. 
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'"HENE'ER  the  time  of  year  comes  round 
Of  pantomimes  and  present-makings — 
When  disagreeable  bills  abound, 

And  most  agreeable  brews  and  bakings, — 
When  turkeys  disappear  as  fast 

As  Stilton  cheese  produces  maggots, 
And  howls  without  the  wintry  blast, 

And  blaze  within  the  Christmas  faggots, — 


I  call  to  mind  the  Christmas,  when 

I  came  invited  by  your  brother 
To  spend  a  fortnight :  we  just  then 

Were  all  in  all  to  one  another. 
I  came,  and  much  to  my  surprise, 

Discovered  he  had  got  a  sister. 
Whose  cherry  lips,  and  laughing  eyes. 

Made  it  quite  hopeless  to  resist  her. 

VOL.  V.  B   2 
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TO    A   tADT. 

It  does  not  seem  so  long  ago. 

We  decked  the  house  and  church  with  holly, 
And  hung  festoons  of  mistletoe, 

"Which  was,  you  said,  "  extremely  jolly." 
And  once,  you  know,  I  called  you  "  dear," 

When  in  the  alcove  hid  securely, 
Our  lips  came  somewhat  strangely  near : 

I  laughed,  you  took  it  so  demurely. 


You  brought  to  that  sequestered  niche. 

My  protestations  nothing  heeding, 
That  stupid  Athenaum,  which 

You  always  plagued  me  into  reading. 
You  talked  of  concerts,  pictures,  books. 

Of  Kingsley,  Longfellow,  and  Euskin, 
And  pictured  Hiawatha's  looks 

When  trying  on  a  new-made  buskin. 


You  dwelt  on  Verdi's  wondrous  charms, 

Praised  "Autumn-leaves,"  and  ** Apple-blossoms," 
Admired  Blondin's  legs  and  arms, 

As  nimble  as  a  young  opossum's ; 
You'd  read,  you  ssdd,  when  out  of  town, 

A  hundred  more  of  Tupper's  sonnets, 
And  finally  you  settled  down 

On  the  prolific  theme  of  bonnets. 
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You  told  me  there  were  very  few 

That  gave  you  thorough  satisfaction, 
But  one  there  was  which  had  for  you 

An  irresistible  attraction : 
You'd  never  never  seen  before 

So  grand,  so  faultless  a  conception, 
And  then  the  trimming,  you  were  sure. 

Exactly  suited  your  complexion. 


You  praised  PraB-Raphaelite  costume, 

Propounded  most  Utopian  theories, 
And  left  about  in  every  room 

The  scraps  you  sent  to  Notes  and  Queries, 
And  in  your  album,  new  that  year, 

For  all  the  friends  you  loved  most  dearly, 
I  found  six  officers,  one  Peer, 

And  half  the  bench  of  Bishops  nearly. 


And  Garibaldi  figured  there. 

His  leg  bound  up,  **  immensely  painful,*' 
And  Disraeli  with  a  stare 

To  say  the  least  of  it  disdainfal ; 
And  Fechter  faced  by  Mr.  Kyle, 

Colenso,  too,  by  Lord  Dundreary, 
And  AntoneUi  with  a  smile 

Most  Jesuitical  and  leery. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


TO  A  LADY. 

Yoa  kept  a  little  book  that  asked 

A  lot  of  very  startling  questions ; 
All  they  who  read  therein  were  tasked 

To  think  what  suited  their  digestions, — 
What  flower  and  fruit  they  loved  the  best, 

And  what  might  be  their  great  ambition : 
From  their  replies  you  said  you  guessed 

'*  The  nature  of  their  disposition." 


Tou  coaxed  me  into  writing  there 

My  favourite  name,  my  favourite  season. 
What  colour  I  preferred  in  hair — 

I  said  "  nut  brown,"  you  knew  the  reason- 
And  who  my  favourite  poet  was, 

And  what  my  favourite  occupation  : 
You  asked  me  that,  you  said,  because 

"  It  gave  a  sort  of  indication/' 


When  once  you  saw  a  stealthy  hand 

Tobacco's  soothing  spell  invoking, 
Tou  said,  "  I  well  can  understand 

The  pleasure  there  must  be  in  smoking." 
I  offered  you  a  cigarette, 

You  took  it  shyly,  somewhat  doubting, 
And  put  it  to  those  lips  that  yet 

I  see  before  me  sweetly  pouting. 
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We  played  at  cribbage  and  at  loo, 

We  rode,  we  danced,  sometimes  we  flirted  ; 
I  cut  your  pencils  when  you  drew. 

You  bound  my  finger  when  I  hurt  it ; 
I  taught  you  how  to  mount  a  horse, 

Ton  taught  me  how  to  mount  a  drawing, 
And  skating  was  a  great  resource. 

Although  it  would  persist  in  thawing. 


We  played  Ecarte,  blessed  game 

That  kept  us  all  day  long  together ! 
And  Croquet,  whensoever  there  came 

An  interval  of  sunny  weather. 
We  paced  the  terrace  every  night, 

What  thrilling  ecstasies  were  ours ! 
And,  if  I  recollect  aright. 

There  was  some  interchange  of  flowers. 


So  quickly  passed  the  weeks  away, 

Our  voices  faltered  when  we  parted, 
And  when  they  bullied  me  to  stay, 

I  noticed  that  your  colour  started. 
You  vowed  you'd  always  wear  the  ring 

I  sent  you  with  a  token  in  it, 
And  cherish  (though  it  would  not  sing) 

My  parting  present  of  a  linnet. 
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TO   A   LADY. 

And  I  set  up  a  locket,  where 

I  kept  up  for  daily  adoration 
That  fascinating  lock  of  hair 

You  gave  with  blushing  hesitation. 
You  were  but  eighteen  summers  then. 

And  I  was  little  more,  if  any : 
I  fancy,  if  we  meet  again 

Our  common  topics  won't  be  many. 


You  grace  a  princely  drawing  room, 

I  dwindle  in  a  paltry  attic ; 
You  have  a  carriage  and  a  brougham, 

While  I  am  lonely  and  rheumatic ; 
But  still  I  picture  you  the  same 

As  when  you  faltered,  ^'ITought  shall  sever  !*^ 
And  still  one  dearly-cherished  name 

Makes  music  in  my  ears  for  ever. 

Exeter  Coll.,  Oxford.  A.  G. 
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IfflHERE  was  an  ancient  mountain,  on  whose  brow 
**     The  ragged  clouds  for  ever  rose  and  fell, 
And  storms  rushed  ever  o'er  its  tracts  of  snow 
With  sharp  and  sudden  swell. 


And  o'er  its  poisoned  lakes  the  winter  wind 

Swept  sleepless,  aad  before  with  piercing  cold 
Lay  sheets  of  ice,  and  stretching  far  behind 
The  black  and  barren  wold. 


And  on  one  bleak  bare  side  the  frantic  sea 
For  ever  battered  with  unwearied  waves, 
"While  myriad  echoes  answered  momently, 
From  hollow  rocks  and  caves. 
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10  THE   MOUNTAIN   CKOSS. 

Here  might  the  traveller  perish  in  despair 

With  weary  heart  and  hollow  glazed  eye, 
Had  not  one  object — so  subHmely  fair — 
Forbade  him  thus  to  die. 


For  here  some  pious  hand  in  days  of  yore 

Had  placed  a  marble  cross,  whose  snow-white  form 
Rose  pointing  heavenward  o'er  that  wintry  shore 
And  braved  the  frost  and  storm. 

B.N.C.,  Oxford.  Y. 
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'  WHS  the  fairest  eve  of  summer, 
***     And  the  dark  embattled  piles 
Smile  in  all  their  olden  grandeur, 

As  the  rock  of  Ocean  smiles 
When  the  wave  chafes  wildly  round  it-  - 

Fast  and  motionless  it  stands, 
While  the  last  red  gleam  of  sunset 

Circles  it  in  golden  bands. 


'ITeath  yon  ivy-trellissed  casement 

Stands  a  fair  and  noble  youth, 
And  in  strains  of  hallowed  music 

Sings  the  song  of  love  and  truth  : 
And  there  lists  a  lovely  maiden, 

On  her  cheek  the  rose  is  glowing ; 
Sweetly  rise  her  lover's  accents 

From  his  spirit-fountain  flowing. 
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But  he  sings  the  song  of  sorrow, 

For  he  says  he  must  away 
To  the  field  of  Paynim  battle 

Ere  the  sun  recall  the  day ; 
"Where  strong-limbed  and  valiant-hearted 

In  the  holy  cause  must  fight ; 
Who  the  recreant,  who  the  traitor 

Dare  neglect  the  call  of  right  r 


Thus  the  chant  of  proud  Sir  Kohan ; 

Few  the  words  that  Emma  said : 
"  Yows  of  hers  remain  unbroken, 

Be  he  living,  be  he  dead.'' 
From  her  arm  she  loosed  the  bracelet, — 

'Twas  a  gem  of  priceless  worth, 
'*  Pledge  of  love,'*  she  said,  "  in  absence ; 

Kiches  in  the  time  of  dearth." 


But  lo !  upon  the  shores  of  Spain 

The  knight  hath  lingered  with  his  warrior- train. 

The  Heart  of  Bruce,  the  Douglas'  spirit 

Arouse  the  prowess  that  their  sons  inherit : 

Hark !  the  loud  din  of  arms ; 

Couched  is  each  lance,  unsheathed  each  glittering  brand, 

And  clearly  rings  the  shrill  command. 


i 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE   WAN   LAD  YE.  13 

The  trumpets'  brazen-voiced  alarms. 
Press  onward,  onward,  Christian  knights ! 
And  deal  meet  death  unto  the  Pagan  throng : 
A  front  of  bristling  lances  form! 
And  strong  in  £urms,  in  courage  doubly  strong, 
Sir  Bohan  fights,  and  nobly  fights. 
To  stem  the  swarthy  surges  of  the  storm ; 
But  as  the  main,  'neath  the  pursuing  gale, 
In  silence  plunging  forward,  fearfully  wrought 
To  blackest  wrath,  breaks  on  the  yielding  pale 
Of  stones  and  shingle  which  it  heedeth  not, 
The  countless  squadrons  of  the  Maur 
Kank  urging  rank,  upbore 
Full  on  the  Faithful  and  the  Free, 

"Who  backward  sank,  o'erwhelmed,  not  vanquished,  on  the 
lea. 


"  Pine  no  longer.  Christian  captive, 

"  Thou  art  ransomed,  thou  art  free : 
"  Not  by  gold — ^not  all  thy  treasure 

"  Might  have  serv6d  aught  for  thee : 
"Mine  the  service,  mine  the  danger, 

"  Recompense  I  seek  for  none ; 
"  Hie  thee  homeward,  noble  stranger, 

"  Ere  the  warders  find  thee  gone.*' 
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Spake  the  Moorish  maiden  Zara : 

But  the  lightnings  of  her  eye 
Argued  Love  the  chainless  despot 

Master  of  her  de^iny : 
From  his  bosom  forth  the  Clephane 

Drew  the  bracelet  of  his  bride ; 
More, — his  heart,  he  could  not  offer ; 

On  his  lips  a  murmur  died. 

Sped  they  on  through  groves  of  laurel, 

*Neath  the  glories  of  the  vine ; 
Passed  they  many  a  foamy  fountain 

While  the  lights  of  evening  shine : 
Ere  the  golden  beam  of  morning. 

Far  from  durance  they  had  strayed : 
"  Stranger,  0  remember  Zara,'* 

Were  the  words  that  Zara  said. 


Cheerily  back  from  hunting  came 

Sir  Eohan  with  hawk  and  hound  : 
His  thoughts  were  for  his  noble  dame 

As  a  shrilly  blast  he  wound : 
She  wont  to  meet  him  on  the  plain, 

Why  keeps  she  now  away  ? 
Or  stays  she  with  her  maiden  train, 

Or  with  her  child  at  play  ? 
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With  hasty  stride  Sir  Rohan  passed 

Along  the  flowery  sward : 
His  lady's  bower  is  gained  at  last, 

The  sound  of  laughter  heard ; 
The  little  boy  sports  by  her  side, 

Why  starts  the  Clephane  ?   Why  ? 
The  colour  from  her  cheek  hath  died, 

The  brightness  from  her  eye. 


k.,  Emma!  speak — one  word;"  no  more 

Those  lips  may  breathq  reply ; 
Her  soul  hath  sought  the  trackless  shore 

Of  far  eternity. 
In  frantic  grief  the  baron  turns ; 

Whence  springs  that  wild  alarm  ? 
What  is't  ?  his  falling  eye  discerns 

A  bracelet  on  her  arm  I 


Through  the  "  Castle  of  the  HoUow" 

Roams  that  gentle  lady  pale, 
Ever  as  a  Clephane's  dirge 

Soundeth  forth  the  words  of  wail : 
Gleameth  from  her  chamber  lattice 

Shimmering  dart  of  liquid  flame, 
As  they  chant  the  grand  liturgy 

Of  the  Clephane  name  and  fame. 

LiNC.  Coll.,  Oxford.  M. 
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So  she  went  into  the  garden  to  cut  a  cabbage  leaf,  to  make 
an  apple  pie, 

And  a  great  she-bear  came  up  the  street  and  popped  his 
head  into  the  shop.      , 

"What!  no  soap?"  so  he  died,  and  she  very  imprudently 
married  the  barber. 

And  .there  were  present  at  the  marriage  the  Joblillies,  and 
the  Picinimues 

And  the  great  Panjandrum  himself,  with  the  little  round 
button  at  the  top. 

And  they  all  played  at  catch  who  catch  can  imtil  the  gun- 
powder ran  out  of  the  heels  of  their  boots. 

FOOTB. 


3Eb^m  ^ntxm  '^tMinm. 


YLLA  igitur,  caulem  valsura,  recedit  in  hortum 
*  Crustula  ut  in  patina,  malaque  pista  coquat. 
Ursaque  per  plateam  grandis  venit,  inque  tabemam 

Eellua  sestosum  trudit  inepta  caput. 
"  Hen !  num  quid  saponis  ?'* — obitque — at  foemina  Bocors 

Cum  tonsore,  nefas !  gaudia  nupta  petit. 
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Adsunt  Joblilii,  neque  gens  Picininnia  desunt, 
Quos  tua,  Hymen,  hilaris  pompa  facesque  juvant. 

lUe  etiam  Panjandnis  adest,  cui  parte  venusti 
In  summa  capitis  parvulus  orbis  erat. 

Se  vicibus  captant,  donee,  mihi  crede,  nitrosus 
Pulvis  init  calces,  e  soleisque  salit. 

Cii.  Ch.,  Oxford. 


VOL.  V. 
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^xzmaz  in  ^^hnznct. 


I. 

^E  cannot  paxt :  though  far  away 

My  lot  from  thine,  yet  still  the  same 
I  murmur  to  the  wakened  day 

A  thousand  blessings  on  thy  name ; 
And  when  with  Hesper's  Hght  divine 
The  cliffs  grow  lustrous  by  the  sea, 
There's  not  an  answering  thought  of  mine. 
But  turns  to  thee,  but  turns  to  thee. 

II. 

We  cannot  part.     By  lonely  ways 

I  dwell  upon  my  one  delight ; 
In  crowded  halls,  through  busy  days 

Thine  image  breaks  upon  my  sight ; 
And  in  the  summer  winds  that  blow 

Articulate  with  songs  of  birds, 
I  hear  thy  laughter  sweet  and  low, 

I  hear  thy  voice,  I  catch  the  words. 
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III. 


I  hear  thy  voice,  I  toucli  thine  hand, 

Thy  fancied  form  my  spirit  thrills ; 
Why  should  I  heed  the  leagues  of  land, 

The  long  cloud-shadows  of  the  hills  ? 
I  leave  the  echoing  sea  behind, 

Across  the  belted  world  I  fly ; 
I  whisper  ever  in  my  mind 

"  We  cannot  part,  we  cannot  die." 

IV. 

It  may  be  for  a  little  while 

A  discord  seems  to  break  the  charm ; 
I  miss  the  splendour  of  a  smile, 

A  gentle  hand  from  off  mine  arm : 
As  soars  an  eagle  to  the  goal, 

I  rise  to  meet  her  with  a  kiss ; 
We  spring  together  soul  to  soul, 

Where  Dante  talked  with  Beatrice. 


Tyr'  Ywen. 


VOL.  V.  c  2 
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l]©0fam  fj^t  ^ixmm. 


\^OW^  the  stream,  with  the  ruslies  waving, 
Down  the  stream,  with  the  blue  tide  laving 
Banks  of  blooming  flowers, 
Glided  we  by, 
She  and  I, 
Down  the  stream. 


II. 


Down  the  stream,  with  the  soft  wind  sighing, 
Down  the  stream,  with  the  moments  flying 
Far  too  fast  away, 

Glided  we  by, 

Dreamily, 

Down  the  stream. 
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III. 

Down  the  stream  on  a  summer  day, 
Under  the  banks  where  the  shadows  lay- 
Sleeping  still  and  calm, 

Listened  we  long 

To  the  wild  birds'  song, 

Down  the  stream. 


lY. 

Brief  was  the  joy  of  that  summer  dream 
When  loving  we  gUded  down  the  stream 
AU  alone  with  love, 

Parted  too  soon 

On  that  summer  noon, 

Down  the  stream. 


Y. 

Onward  still  wiU  the  bright  stream  flow 
Past  the  banks  where  the  liHes  grow 
White  in  the  summer  sun, 

But  as  of  yore 

W$  shall  sail  no  more 

Down  the  stream. 

B.  N.  C,  Oxford.  W.  B. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


22 


J^l^t  bamsd  is  nxrf  b^alr  hvA  sle^pjetj^/' 


^H !  trouble  not  the  Master !    Ask  Him  not  to  leave 

The  anxious,  wondering  crowd,  and  come 
To  the  dim  shadows  of  that  lonely  home, 
Where  broken-hearted  mourners  wildly  grieve. 


But  yet,  who  is  there  in  this  sad  and  tearM  strife  ? — 

Is  there  another  unto  whom  to  go, 

From  whom  the  soothing  stream  of  help  may  flow, 
But  Him,  who  hath  the  words  of  All-Eternal  Life  ? 


He  comes — the  Man  of  Sorrows — ^He  who  bore 
Meekly,  upon  Himself,  our  every  grief, 
Eeady  to  give  in  that  black  hour  relief. 

And  manifest  His  boundless  Love  once  more. 
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Oh !  dry  those  bitter  tears !    Hath  not  the  Saviour  said 
That  'tis  in  vain  to  make  such  mourn  and  weep  ? 
'*  The  darling  maiden  doth  but  gently  sleep, 

Weep  not !  weep  not !  the  damsel  is  not  dead !" 


Yes,  she  doth  sleep  in  truth ;  but  in  that  sleep  of  death 
Which  from  the  silent  bosom  of  the  tomb, 
O'er  which  the  sweet  spring  flowers  shall  sadly  bloom, 

Only  the  Eesurrection  morning  wakeneth. 


Not  yet !    **  The  damsel  is  not  dead !"  For  there  is  nigh 

That  ever-present  and  Almighty  Lord, 

Who,  by  His  own  irrevocable  word, 
Can  conquer  Death  in  endless  victory. 


Oh !  see  Him  standing  by  that  mournful  bed. 

And  hear  Him,  as  He  softly  cries, 

"  Talitha  oumi — Maid  arise !" 
And  learn  that  through  His  life,  "the  damsel  is  not 
dead." 

Coll.  Pemb.,  Oxford.  R.  S.  C, 
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IJJflHIK  Indian  loved  on  fancy*  s  wing  to  soar 

"**     To  Western  climes  where  mighty  hunters  dwelt ; 

On  dewy  turf,  by  mountain  stream,  he  knelt 

And  prayed  for  help  to  reach  that  happy  shore : 

Not  so  the  Israelite  in  days  of  yore 

'Keath  shrines  of  shining  gems  and  massy  gold 

Bent  down  to  Him  of  whom  his  fathers  told : 

Not  so  the  Grecian  'mid  "  torn  ocean's  roar" 

Poured  forth  with  prayer  the  sacrificial  store : 

Not  so  the  Druid  'neath  the  sacred  tree 

"With  bloody  rites  salvation  did  implore : 

Yet  all  on  every  shore,  from  sea  to  sea, 

With  reverent  awe  poured  forth  their  humble  cry, 

Their  prayer  fpr  help,  their  praise  to  Deity. 

B.  N.  C.  2a. 
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J^  ^J^atiitt  ^tfaisiljeir^ 


STAND  upon  the  self- same  spot, 
This  is  the  spot  and  I  am  here ; 
They  do  become  as  they  were  not, 
Ten  years  between,  and  disappear : 
The  slow  flame  of  their  silent  care 
Bums  out  and  is  remembered  not ; 
Old  feelings  through  the  eye  and  ear 
Throb  on  me,  and  I  pant  and  sway 
Within  a  life  I  had  forgot. 
Ten  years  ago  !  it  is  to-day  I 
And  like  a  haze  at  noon  all  else  hath  passed  away. 

There  is  the  stile,  the  field  the  same 
Through  which,  0  soul  I  thou  tripp'dst  along, 
"Within  the  joyous  tuned  frame 
Of  childhood,  with  the  sound  of  song ; 
When  Life  with  laughter  light  and  long 
Did  dance  as  in  a  gamboling  game, 
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And  thou  heardst  not  the  undersong, 

Regretful,  waUful,  and  forlorn, 

Of  something  crippled,  fagged,  and  lame, 

The  fettered  thing  Life  was  not  horn. 

But  only  o'er  the  fields  the  glad  hreeze  wound  its  horn. 


Hard  hy,  the  fiery  fragrant  hroom 

In  bloomy  brilliance  broodeth  fair. 

And  feeding  on  its  thick  perfume 

About  it  hangs  the  charmed  air : 

The  self-same  evening  atmosphere 

Empurpleth  its  ensphered  gloom 

With  sunset  flushes  far  and  near. 

And  deepening  in  the  Western  skies 

Athwart  the  darkened  lands,  that  loom    • 

In  fixdd  twilight.  Paradise 

Through  gorgeous  gateways  bastioned  there, 

Alit  as  with  a  still  surprise, 

In  molten  spaces  quivers  clear. 

And  up  a  flood  of  gold  all  glory  doth  appear. 


The  breathing  life  of  Nature  quivers 
ITpon  the  sight,  the  ear,  the  heart  ,* 
The  being  within  me  quakes  and  shivers, 
Old  feelings  from  their  slumber  start : 
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I  do  become  a  fusdd  part  , 

Of  all  without  that  meets  the  eye ; 

My  fiery  pulses  throb  and  dart 

Like  shijPting  hues  athwart  the  sky, 

And  with  this  panting  Eve  I  pant,  and  faint,  and  die. 


St.  John's  College,  Oxford.  Wentwood. 


^^ip=^ 
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^\NE  foot  should  centre  in  the  Now, 
^^     Another  compass  the  Unseen ; 
Yet,  so  our  shoulders  do  not  bow 
Beneath  the  weight  of  what  hm  hem. 

One  hand  should  grasp  the  present  use, 
And  turn  and  shape  it  still  to  bear ; 

Another  wrest  in  prayer  the  clues 
Of  Him  whose  hand  is  everywhere. 


Thus,  broadening  ever  mpre  and  more. 

By  exercise  and  faith,  and  plan 
To  beat  the  mark  we  hit  before,    • 

"We  come  unto  the  perfect  man. 

Wadham  Coll.,  Oxfokd.  STOA. 
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j^Crxstop^ams :  'JS[toQn,  ImtB  1177—1247. 


-^s.  *^nprELL,  how*  do  you  make  prologues  ? 

^^  Eu.  I  will  spout, 

And  what  you  find  superfluous,  strike  it  out. — 
Di.  "Well,  go  ahead !  (don't  like  the  notion,  though ! 
But  we  must  hear  your  lines,  and  how  they  go.) 
Eu.    "  A  happy  man  was  (Edipus  at  first" — 
-^8.  By  Jove  he  wasn't  though,  but  most  accurst, 
.    On  whom,  when  yet  unborn,  the  doom  had  burst 
To  slay  his  father — aye,  ere  life  began — 
Pray  how  was  he  *'  at  first  a  happy  man  "? 
Eu.    "  Then  most  ill-fated  of  mankind  he  grew'' — 
-^s.  By  Jove  he  didn't — h^  was  that  all  through. 
For,  only  mark  him ;  when  he  first  was  got, 
They  chucked  him  out  in  winter,  in  a  pot. 
Lest  he  should  slay  his  father — then,  half-spent 
And  with  swoln  feet,  to  Polybus  he  went — 
Then  married  an  old  dame,  himself  yet  young, 
And  she  his  mother  too,  from  whom  he  sprung — 
Then  scratched  his  eyes  out — 
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Di.  What  a  happy  wight ! 
If  he  had  served  with  Byng,  he'd  still  be  right. 
Etj.  Stuff!  I'll  maintain  I  make  good  prologues  yet. 
^s.  Come  then !  by  Jove,  I  will  not  rasp  and  fret 
Each  word  you  say,  but,  please  the  gods,  I  wot 
I'll  smash  your  prologues  with  a  hair-oil  pot. 
Etj.    Tau  with  a  pot  smash  mine  ? 

Ms,  With  only  one  ; 
You  write  them  so  as  one  can  just  fit  on 
A  fleece,  an  oil -pot,  or  a  bag,  to  end 
Your  fine  Iambics ;  and  I'll  prove  it,  friend. — 
Eir.  Oh,  wiUyou? 

uEs.  Yes. 

Di.  Speak  on,  then,  I  attend. 
Eu.  "  jEgyptus,  if  the  common  fame  be  true, 
With  fifty  sons  across  the  ocean  blue 
Oaring  to  Argos" — 

-Ss.  Lost  a  hair-oil  pot. 
Eu.  Who  wants  that  hair  oil  ?  may  it  sink  and  rot ! 
Di.   Kecite  again,  that  judgment  may  be  had. — 
Eu.   "Amid  the  pines,  in  skins  and  thyrsus  clad,     ^ 
Upon  Parnassus'  height,  his  favoured  spot, 
Dionysius,  dancing" —        » 

'     Ms,  Lost  a  hair-oil  pot. — 
Di.   Ah !  floored  again  by  that  same  pot  of  oil ! 
Etj.  Well,  I  don't  care — 'twill  give  him  mickle  toil 
To  fit  to  this  one,  as  he  did  the  rest : — 
''  Among  mankind  is  none  in  aU  things  blest ; 
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The  miglity  man  the  means  of  life  hath  not, 
The  mean  man  likewise" — 

^s.  Lost  a  hair-oil  pot. 
Di.   Euripides! 

Eu.  What? 

Di.  Shorten  sail;  ere  long 
These  "hair-oil  pots"  will  blow  uncommon  strong. 
Eir.  I'll  cut  him  short ;  to  me  he  matters  not. — 
Di.   Go  on  again  then,  but — beware  the  "  pot"  ! 
Eu.   '^  Agenor's  Cadmus,  as  he  sped  afar 
From  Sidon's  city*' — 

Mb,  Lost  a  hair-oil  jar. 
Di.   Buy  up  these  oil-pots,  good  my  friend,  I  pray, 

Or  else  he'll  rasp  our  prologues  all  away. 
Eu.  /buy  them  up? 

Di.  Yes,  if  you're  ruled  by  me. — 
Eu.  Not  I ;  IVe  lots  of  prologues  left,  you'll  see. 
To  which  he  cannot  fix  the  **  jar,"  not  he. 
"  Tantalean  Pelops,  as  with  swiftest  trot 
He  sped  to  Pisa'* — 

M%,  Lost  a  hair-oil  pot. 
Di.   That  "  pot"  again !  it's  always  in  the  way ! 
Just  trade  it  off,  my  lad,  by  all  means,  pray ; 
An  obol  will  do  that  all  right,  I  bet. — 
Eu.  I  won't  give  in  so  soon — ^I've  plenty  yet. 
"  (Eneus  from  earth  had" — 

^s.  Lost  a  hair-oil  jar. 
Eu.  Come,  let  me  end  the  line — at  least  that  far. 
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"  -ZEneus  from  earth  had  bounteous  harvests  got, 

And,  offering  first  firuits" — 

-^s.  Lost  a  hair-oil  pot. 
Di.   What,  in  the  middle  of  the  offering  ?  my  I 

Who  could  have  prigged  it  ? 

Eu.  Hold,  till  this  he  try : 

**  Zeus  (so  'tis  said  by  true  report,  I  wot)" 
Di.   You're  floored !  he'll  end  with  "  lost  a  hair-oil  pot." 

That  "  pot,"  like  warts  upon  your  eyelids,  sticks 

To  all  your  prologues — it's  a  downright  fix. 

Wadham  Coll.,  Oxford.  Diogenes. 
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J^mt  to  ®0ir. 


^E  watched  her  through  the  summer  day 
Beside  the  pillow  where  she  lay ; 
The  sweet  June's  blossoms'  softest  breath 
Swept  lightly  o'er  the  couch  of  death, 
As  through  the  long  bright  summer  day 
"We  watched  where  gentle  Amy  lay. 


II. 


For  twice  five  years  her  sunny  face 

Had  cheered  our  homely  dwelling-place  ; 

A  guardian  angel  bright  was  she 

To  comfort  in  adversity, 

Our  woes  to  soothe,  our  joys  to  greet. 

To  make  our  pleasures  doubly  sweet. 

VOL.    V.  D 
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ni. 

And  now  the  summer  time  was  come, 
But  brought  no  gladness  to  our  home ; 
"What  though  the  quiet  garden  bowers 
"Were  bright  with  rosy-tinted  flowers, 
Our  cherished  flower  had  lost  its  bloom 
And  all  the  world  to  us  was  gloom. 

lY. 

The  weary  sun  had  sunk  to  rest 
In  the  bright  cloud-land  of  the  West, 
But  ere  the  last  red  glow  was  shed 
Our  gentle  Amy's  spirit  fled ; 
And  life  seemed  dark  on  every  side, 
The  day  our  little  Amy  died. 

Y. 

But  we  have  leamt  to  weep  no  more ; 
Her  fragile  form  we  gently  bore 
To  where  the  sweet  blush-roses  wave 
In  glowing  clusters  o*er  her  grave. 
A  simple  cross  we  planted  near 
'No  fulsome  epitaph  to  bear, 
But  telling  o'er  that  hallowed  sod 
Of  "  Gentle  Amy,  sent  to  God !" 

B.  N.  C,  Oxford.  M^  B. 
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^0  ^JMiton. 


^OME,  muse  with  me,  dear  friend,  at  eventide, 
^^    Beside  the  greenwood,  on  the  sun-flushed  hill. 
Where  all  things  round  in  stilly  peace  abide. 
Save  where  is  heard  the  tiny  tinkling  rill 


Wandering  within  the  greenery  undescried 
Through  tangled  dips  and  hollows  rich  and  still 
And  mossy,  thick  with  trees  on  either  side, 
Lisping  of  pleasure  *  at  its  own  sweet  will  j' 

Save  where  the  sleepy  breeze  hath  faintly  heaved 
The  leaves  in  slumber  that  they  dreaming  sway, 
The  while  the  sunset  radiance  unperceived. 
In  luscious  twilight  dusking,  steals  away. 
VOL.  V.  »  2 
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There  let  the  whispers  of  the  heart  be  heard 
Refining  silence,  as  a  sweet  the  air 
Which  by  its  fragrance  in  some  dell  is  stirred, 
With  wordless  music,  deep  and  subtle-fair. 


There  let  thine  eye  at  times  upon  me  fall 
In  quiet  splendour  and  its  thought  display. 
The  pressure  of  thy  hand  reveal  me  all 
That  linked  speech  could  neyer  quite  convey ; 


For  sweeter  than  all  earthly  sweets  that  be 
Thine  own  true-hearted  friendship  is  to  me. 

St.  John's  Coll.,  Oxford.  Wentw^ood. 
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Jp(^<  "MxT^t. 


The  following  ballad  was  suggested  by  a  circumstance  which  took 
place  in  a  small  country  churchyard  in  the  Yale  of  Glwyd,  where  the 
grave  of  a  young  wife  was  opened  a  hundred  years  after  her  decease, 
and  her  body  was  found  uncorrupted. 


Tt'N  a  rich,  sequestered  valley 
**     She  lived  and  bloomed  a  bride, 
The  bells  tolled  musically, 
Her  requiem  when  she  died. 

Where  the  hamlet's  lost  ones  slumbered, 

Her  lifeless  form  was  laid, 
And  mourners  knelt  unnumbered 

Beneath  the  yew  tree's  shade. 
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Their  snowdrops — earUest  comers — 
A  hundred  winters  gave, 

A  hundred  happy  summers 

Poured  flowerets  o'er  her  grave. 


Her  memory,  long  time  cherished 
In  many  a  grateful  breast, 

Grew  fainter  first,  then  perished. 
Her  fame  had  sunk  to  rest. 


For  a  babe  dead  in  the  village 
Men  delved  one  summer's  day. 

And  opened,  as  for  pillage. 
The  coffin  where  she  lay. 


Then,  chilled  with  fear  and  wonder 
They  stood  in  dumb  surprise, 

And  gazed  with  lips  asunder 
And  startled,  straining  eyes. 


She  seemed  to  the  craven  creatures 
like  a  queen,  who  lay  in  state. 

Untarnished  were  her  features. 
Her  form  inviolate. 
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'No  cloth  or  shroud  unsightly 
Shadowed  her  visage  fair, 

On  her  white  neck  lay  lightly 
Tresses  of  nut-brown  hair. 


Her  blue  eyes  beamed  serenely 
With  a  fixed  unearthly  stare ; 

She  look  so  still,  so  queenly. 
Her  pale  hands  clasped  in  prayer. 


So  calm,  so  pure,  so  sainted, 
.  With  a  brow  unbent  by  pain, 
As  the  master-bard  has  painted 
The  lily  maid  Elaine. 


The  forms  that  lay  around  her 
Were  changed  to  dust  and  bone ; 

As  if  some  spell  had  bound  her. 
She  slept  untouched  alone. 


Say,  dainty  worms,  did  you  honour 
Her  spotless  bridal  dress  ? 

Or  fear  to  feed  upon  her 
In  her  dazzling  loveliness? 
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Her  maiden  mien  and  graces 
Were  not  for  such  as  you ; 

Death  in  his  cold  embraces 
Held  her  as  bridegroom  true. 


The  sun  that  beamed  above  her 
Decked  not  her  form  with  light  j 

Death  like  a  jealous  lover 

Had  veiled  her  charms  in  night. 


But  now  the  sunbeams  shimmer 
On  her  robes  of  stainless  white, 

And  the  silver  moonbeams  glimmer 
With  a  softer,  sweeter  light. 


Then  throng  the  crowds  from  the  village 

To  look  upon  her  face. 
And  trace  in  her  pallid  visage 

The  features  of  her  race. 


And  then  there  comes  a  maiden, 
In  a  pure  and  snow-white  dress, 

Fair,  but  with  sorrow  laden, 
Grief  for  her  ancestress. 
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Just  as  some  bright  perfection, 
Where  waters  linger  slow, 

Stands,  while  the  dim  reflection 
Shines  motionless  below, 


So  stands  the  maid  sedately, 
In  her  richest  virgin  bloom, 

So  shines  serene  and  stately 
Her  shadow  from  the  tomb. 


Again  they  drew  the  curtain 

O'er  her  darksome  bridal  bed, 
And  a  fame  wild  and  uncertain 

Through  the  wondering  hamlets  sped. 

For  'tis  said,  when  the  moonbeams  tremble 
On  the  stone  by  the  yew-tree's  side 

The  gathered  rays  resemble 
The  features  of  the  bride. 

A  crone  who  stiQ  remembers 

The  annals  of  the  vale, 
Once  o'er  the  dying  embers 

Shuddered  and  told  the  tale. 

Jbsus  Coll.,  Oxfokd.  Ll.  T. 
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W-l^t  ^^mian  ai  %  ^lotors- 


I. 

•ACH  bright-eyed  flower  wbich  blossoms  in  the  sun, 
Or  hides  its  bashful  beauties  in  the  shade, 
"Which  decks  the  banks  where  silver  streamlets  run, 
Or  gilds  the  greenness  of  the  forest  glade, — 

II. 

Each  has  its  mission  to  the  sons  of  men. 
To  tell  of  joys,  or  warn  them  of  their  woe. 
To  scatter  rose-leaves  on  an  infant's  birth, 
Or  grace  a  burial  in  December's  snow. 

III. 

Each  sapphire-leaved  Eorget-me-not  which  blows 
Along  the  flowery  margin  of  a  stream. 
Has  its  sweet  mission  to  the  heart  which  knows 
Eirst-love's  delicious  and  bewildering  dream. 
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lY. 

The  Orange-blossoms  with  their  dreamy  scent, 
Eich  as  the  breathings  of  the  perfumed  East, 
Eirst  for  the  rites  of  rosy  Hymen  meant, 
Crown  the  young  Beauty  at  the  bridal  feast. 


Y. 


The  pink-leaved  Eosebud  in  its  mossy  veil 
Has  but  one  mission — lovers'  vows  to  prove, 
The  tender  Lily,  tremulous  and  pale, 
Lives  as  the  emblem  of  a  maiden's  love. 


VI. 


How  ofb  at  night,  when  anguish  fires  the  brow. 
And  feverish  phantoms  haunt  the  silent  gloom. 
There  comes  soft  incense  in  the  hour  of  pain, 
Trom  flowers  blooming  in  the  sick  man's  room ! 


YIL 

How  oft  a  blossom,  faded,  withered,  sere. 
Shorn  of  the  summer  beauty  which  it  wore, 
Stays  as  the  record  of  that  one  most  dear, 
Whose  cherished  face  shall  gladden  us  no  more ! 
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vin. 

The  lowliest  Daisy  in  the  emerald  sod/ 

The  brightest  blooms  that  in  the  Tropics  shine, 

Are  all  the  silent  messengers  of  God, 

And  breathe  their  voiceless  messages  divine ! 

B.  N.  C,  Oxford.  W.  B. 
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*0(mg  Tov  irXiovoc  fiipovs 
Xpp^ce  TOV  fUTfUov  TTOpelg 
Zweiv,  (TKaiOfrvvav  aul  <pv\a<T(Tiav 
'Ev  kfiol  KaTc^rjKoQ  etrrai. 


[E  who  too  highly  doth  aspire, 
Who  curbs  not  every  fond  desire, 
Who  grasps  at  what  he  has  not  got, 
Disdainful  of  his  present  lot, 
Appears  to  me  and  potent  Jove  above 
Madly  things  unattainable  to  love. 


A  sprite,  a  phantom  he  pursues ; 
Eestrain  thy  foot :  see  thou  refuse 
That  fitful  and  uncertain  light, 
Eor,  glimmering  in  the  darkest  night, 
It  only  lights  the  darkness  of  the  grave. 
It  only  gleams  upon  the  Stygian  wave. 
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There  music  dies,  the  lyre  is  mute, 
The  symphony  of  harp  and  lute : 
No  light  and  fairy  dancers  spring, 
'No  halls  with  merry  laughter  ring, 
No  virgins  care  to  raise  the  nuptial  song, 
Not  join  to  lead  the  wedding  march  along. 


Next  best  to  never  have  been  bom, 

Is  death  while  in  life's  early  mom : 

To  come  with  Phoebus'  faintest  ray 

Not  tarry  till  the  dawn  of  day ; 
For  ardent  youth,  through  manhood's  middle  stage 
Swiftly  speeds  on  to  a  morose  old  age. 


See  yonder  aged  sufferer  stand. 
E'en  as  some  billow-beaten  strand 
"Which,  turned  toward  the  wintry  north, 
The  tempest's  fellest  rage  calls  forth : 
The  waves  beat  ceaseless  on  that  lonely  shore 
And  consonant  the  winds  unceasing  roar. 
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Yes !  thou,  my  friend  hast  felt,  I  trow, 

The  tide  of  fortune  ebb  and  flow : 

l^ow  raised  upon  the  crested  waves 

Now.  sunk  well-nigh  to  ocean's  caves : 
Yet,  storm-tost  though  thou  art,  thou  soon  shalt  see 
The  wished-for  haven  where  thou  long'st  to  be. 

AlAS. 
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J^tsi^txm. 


tSrSKE  merry  moon  was  beaming 
*     Out  of  the  azure  sky, 
The  soft  starKght  came  streaming, — 
And  no  one  else  was  by. 


Under  our  feet  and  all  around 

The  sleeping  flowerets  lay, 
And  summer  blossoms  gemmed  the  ground 

Beneath  the  moonUght  gray : 


The  silver  rays  in  silence  played 
Upon  the  shadowy  trees  ; 

The  lisping  leaves  sweet  music  made 
Stirred  by  the  scented  breeze. 
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Alone  we  sat,  my  love  and  I, 
With  no  one  to  intrude, 

Hushed  into  still  and  holy  peace 
By  sacred  solitude. 


Oh !  sweet,  to  kneel  there  gazing 

Into  that  fairest  face ! 
Oh  !  sweet,  to  kneel  there  musing 

Upon  its  matchless  grace ! 


Oh !  sweet,  to  feel  the  loving  touch 
Of  that  dear  tender  hand ! 

Blest  evidence  of  Love,  we  know 
But  cannot  understand. 


Oh !  golden,  heaven-bom  moments 

Amid  a  world  of  strife ! 
Times  of  unutterable  calm 

Amid  the  storm  of  Life. 


Oh !  would  to  God  such  happy  hours 

Might  never  fleet  away, 
And  that  such  nights  should  never 

Be  melted  into  day ! 

VOL.  V. 
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On  some  such  sweet  oasis 

Would  we  could  ever  rest ! 
Then  lasting  peace  would  gladness  bring 

To  many  an  aching  breast. 


When  Paith  seems  drowned  by  dark  deceit. 

And  Truth  and  Love  lie  dead, 
May  the  bright  Memory  comfort  us 

Of  some  such  moments  fled ! 


Coll.  Pemb.,  Oxford. 


R.  S.  C. 
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l^mmhtian  koxa  %  j^Lg[anunm0n, 


664— 715, 


TKJTHO  can  it  be  to  Helen  fair 
*^      Hath  given  with  consTimmate  care 

That  strange  mysterious  name  ? 
May  be  some  unseen  deity. 
Guiding  his  tongue  thus  happily, 

Foretold  her  fatal  fame ! 
The  centre  of  contention,  led 
Spear-wedded  to  the  nuptial  bed, 
Fatal  to  heroes,  ships,  and  towers, 
From  delicately  curtained  bowers, 

The  bride  strong  Zephyr  bore  j 
Whilst  shield-armed  hunters  on  her  trail 
Swift  o'er  the  printless  ocean  sail 

To  Simois'  leafy  shore. 

VOL.  V.  p 
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To  Troy  the  wedlock-mischief  came, 
Bight  justly  gifted  with  that  name : 
But  wrathful  vengeance  crept  along 
Soon  to  repay  that  bitter  wrong, 
On  those  that  dared,  an  impious  train, 
The  rights  of  friendly  Zeus  profane  : 
Aye !  vengeance  punished  the  bridal  lay 
Those  bridesmen  sang  on  that  marriage  day. 
Kow  other  strains  are  heard  to  sound 
The  ancient  walls  of  Troy  around, 

Of  woe  and  loud  lament — 
Sorrows  sprung  from  that  fatefnl  bed, 
And  many  a  curse  on  Paris'  head . 

Through  the  blood-stained  city  sent. 
E'en  thus  some  man  a  lion  bore, 
A  mischief  he  must  soon  deplore, 
A  scarce- weaned  whelp  from  his  thirsty  lair. 
And  nourished  with  a  father's  care : 
Gentle  and  tame,  and  fond,  whilst  young 
Harmless  he  frisked  the  babes  among, 

The  plaything  of  the  old — 
Oft  in  the  father's  bosom  lay, 
Oft  licked  his  outstretched  hand  in  play. 

And  fawned  with  hunger  bold — 
Till  grown  in  riper  years  apace, 
He  shows  the  nature  of  his  race. 
Flies  on  the  flocks,  a  baneful  guest. 
And  riots  in  the  unbidden  feast, 
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l^ow  conscious  of  his  age : 
Too  late,  alas,  his  master  found 
The  mangled  corpses  on  the  ground, 

The  victims  of  his  rage : 
Too  late  he  learnt,  with  heartfelt  dread, 
A  priest  of  At^  there  was  bred. 

B.  N.  C,  Oxford.  R.  S.  L. 


VOL.  V. 
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•<  Nulli  86  didt  mulier  mea  nubeie  malle 
Quam  mihi ;  non,  si  ae  Jupiter  ipse  petat : 

Didt :  sed  mulier  cupido  quod  didt  amanti 
In  yento  et  rapid&  scribere  oportet  aquA ! " 

OaTVUiUB. 


Tt  TOLD  my  love,  and  Lesbia  wept, 
^     And  swore  that  she'd  be  true, 
And  none  but  me  would  ever  wed, 
Though  Jove  himself  should  woo. 

Ah  me !  for  lovers'  anxious  sighs ! 

For  ladies'  fickle  minds ! 
Oo !  leave  their  vows  on  running  streams^ 

And  write  them  on  the  winds. 

C.  C.  C,  OXPOBD.  S. 
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^nlg  a  IKsnB. 


It  HEAB  a  merry  dapping  of  hands, 
^    And  I  see  a  rare  red  rose  on  the  cheek 
Of  a  gay  and  beautifal  girl,  who  stands 
By  the  side  of  another,  and  will  not  speak. 

0  open  those  lips  so  pretty  and  sweet. 
And  graciously  say  you  forgive  him  for  this ! 

He  will  drop  like  a  penitent  straight  at  your  feet, 
And  crave  your  dear  pardon  for— only  a  kiss. 

Candidus. 
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l^^t  Jf^tQtrib  at  %  ^latk  ^Eiason. 


The  Legend  of  "  The  Cock-crow  Farm  "  and  •£  the  Black  Mason 
who  built  it,  may  be  foimd  in  the  **  Legends  of  the  Weira  Valley,** 
and  is  well  known  throughout  Saxony. 


YT  was  that  golden  season  of  the  year 

^    When  all  the  flowers  are  "brightest  in  their  bloom, 

When  every  bush  and  brake  and  woodland  tree 

Woos  the  warm  sunshine  to  its  trembling  leayes, 

And  whispers  tender  dream-songs  all  the  day. 

'Twas  summer,  but  the  smiling  meadows  lay 

A  desert  waste  in  fair  Thuringia. 

For  there  had  come  the  scourge  of  Are  and  war 

Upon  those  homes  of  innocence  and  peace. 

The  Landgrave's  savage  soldiery  had  brought 

The  curse  of  blood  upon  a  tranquil  land, 
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And  all  the  Elector's  ruthless  hordes  had  swept 
With  fire  and  rapine  through  each  cottage  home : 
And  now  the  land  was  desert,  and  the  sun 
Looked  sadly  down  upon  the  blackened  walls 
Of  ruined  homesteads,  and  abandoned  farms. 
Amid  the  smouldering  embers  of  the  place 
One  little  hut  alone  remained  unscathed, 
A  lonely  trophy  in  a  field  of  death. 
A  thriving  homestead  once  the  place  had  been 
Bich  in  fat  beeves  and  lowing  herds  of  kine ; 
And  when  the  savage  din  of  arms  was  o'er, 
And  war's  red  banner  folded  out  of  sight, 
The  rulers  wished  to  till  the  fields  again, 
And  view  once  more  the  harvest  in  the  sun. 
But  all  the  farmers  dreaded  to  approach 
The  scene  <rf  ruin  where  the  sword  had  sown 
The  trodden  furrows  ankle-deep  in  blood : 
And  though  the  lonely  hut  and  all  its  land 
Was  his,  for  scanty  rental,  who  should  dare 
To  rear  once  more  the  homesteads  and  the  bams, 
Yet  all  hung  back,  and  feared  lest  they  in  turn 
Should  raise  up  buildings  for  the  spoiler's  brand. 
At  length  one  Karl,  a  farmer,  young  and  strong. 
Who  late  had  joined  his  fortunes  with  a  wife. 
The  fair-haired  Marguerite  with  the  tender  eyes, 
Closed  with  the  Landgrave's  offer  of  the  farm, 
And  drove  his  cattle  to  the  ruined  spot. 
But  there  came  troubles  which  he  dreamed  not  of: 
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The  war  had  drove  the  peasants  from  the  soil. 
And  Karl  could  find  few  workers  for  his  farm. 
The  months  roUed  on,  the  harvest  time  was  near. 
The  south  wind  whispered  in  the  golden  com, 
And  still  the  bams  rose  slowly  into  view. 
And  then  came  stormy  nights  of  wind  and  rain^ 
The  cattle  shivered  on  the  dripping  hills, 
And  all  the  com  was  bent  and  beaten  down. 
And  still  the  homestead  grew  with  tardy  pace. 

It  was  an  evening  in  the  autunm  time, 
The  mist  rose  ghost-like  from  the  oozy  fields. 
The  cattle  crouched  beneath  unfinished  sheds, 
And  Karl  the  farmer  looked  with  gloomy  brow 
I^ow  on  the  scowling  visage  of  the  night, 
'Now  on  the  half-formed  structures  all  around ; 
But  as  he  turned,  deep  muttering,  to  his  hut, 
Forth  from  the  fitfiil  shadows  of  the  night 
There  came  a  stranger  with  a  swarthy  face. 
Clad  all  in  sombre  black,  save  one  red  plume 
Which  nodded  in  his  cap,  and  in  his  hand 
He  bore  a  mason's  basket  filled  with  tools. 
He  smiled  on  Karl  the  farmer,  as  they  met. 
An  ugly  sneering  smile,  and  ill  to  see. 
And  asked  the  farmer  why  his  looks  were  sad. 
And  then  Karl  told  the  story  of  his  woe. 
The  crop  that  wasted,  and  the  dying  kine, 
And  the  slow  progress  of  the  needful  barns. 
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The  stranger  smiled  again  that  sneering  smile, 
But  said  with  seeming  frankness  in  his  tone, 
''  Take  heart,  good  Earl,  thy  bams  shall  all  be  built 
"  Ere  the  first  cock  shall  crow  to-morrow  morn, 
"  And  thou  shalt  save  thy  harvest  and  be  rich !  " 
Then  loud  laughed  Karl,  incredulous,  and  said, 
*'  So,  thou  wilt  build  my  homestead  in  a  night ! 
"  A  wondrous  story  to  believe,  forsooth ! 
**  Say  who  this  mighty  mechanician  is.*' 

"  What  matter  who  I  am  ?"  the  mason  said : 
*^  Men  call  me  the  Black  Mason,  and  my  art 
"  Can  build  the  homestead  ere  the  dawn  of  day, 
**  And  in  return,  the  guerdon  which  I  crave 
''  Is  but  the  smallest  thing  upon  thy  farm : 
*'  This  grant,  and  all  thy  wishes  are  complete !  " 

But  Karl  the  farmer  reasoned  in  his  soul, 
And  long  withstood  the  Tempter  face  to  face ; 
But  in  the  end  he  yielded  to  his  wish. 
Thinking  he  claimed  some  paltry  calf  or  foal, 
The  smallest  tenant  of  his  lonely  farm. 
But  all  the  evening  long  his  soul  was  sad. 
And  much  he  mused  and  murmured  to  himself. 
Till  fair-haired  Marguerite  wondered  as  she  saw 
Karl's  gloomy  visage  and  his  downcast  eye. 
The  night  wore  on,  but  stiU  he  found  no  rest. 
But  ever  murmured  sadly  to  himself. 
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Till  tender  Margaerite  weeping  asked  the  cause ; 

But  long  she  tried  her  pretty  arts  in  yain. 

Till  Karl  at  length  nnbosomed  all  his  woe. 

His  young  wife  started  shrieking  from  her  couch, 

And  wrung  her  hands  in  trembling  agony. 

Lest  the  dear  treasure  of  her  life,  unborn, 

Should  ere  the  morning  draw  its  earliest  breath, 

And  be  the  portion  of  the  cunning  Fiend. 

And  now  Karl  knew  the  meaning  of  those  words — 

"  Give  me  the  smallest  thing  upon  thy  farm !  " 

And  mad  with  grief,  he  muttered  half  aloud 

"  By  cock-crow  time  the  guerdon  becomes  due !  '* 

But  Marguerite  started  from  her  tearful  prayer, 

And  hasted  with  set  purpose  in  her  eyes 

Down  to  the  doorway  of  their  little  hut. 

And  then  with  desperation  nerved  and  strong 

Feigned  the  loud  crowing  of  the  morning  cock. 

The  clarion-call  reechoed  through  the  night, 

The  noisy  clash  of  elfish  hammers  ceased 

About  the  rising  buildings  of  the  farm, 

And  from  each  feirm  and  homestead  far  away, 

To  Herlerhausen  and  the  distant  hills. 

The  noisy  birds  gave  back  their  shrill  response. 

And  the  Black  Mason  as  he  flew  across 

The  Werra  Yalley  with  its  rocky  stream 

Heard  the  loud  crowing  in  the  midnight  air, 

And  yelled  with  disappointment  to  the  night. 

The  infant's  soul  was  safe,  the  Fiend  deceived, 
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And  with  wild  rage  he  hurled  a  mighty  rock 
Into  the  foaming  eddies  of  the  stream, 
Which  beat  about  the  barrier  in  their  course, 
And  bursting  from  their  channel  swept  across 
The  level  meadows  and  the  bending  woods. 

The  mom's  bright  face  was  blushing  in  the  sky, 
When  with  a  crashing  thunder  fell  each  wall 
Beared  by  the  Demon-builders  in  the  night. 
That  morning  saw  an  infant  newly-born. 
Who  grew  'mid  growing  happiness  and  wealth, 
While  every  peasant  in  the  country  side 
Could  tell  the  story  of  "  The  Cock-crow  Farm." 

B.  N.  C,  Oxford.  W.  B, 
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V^EHOLD  yon  ship  as  she  swings  on  the  tide, 
*^    With  her  weather-beat  pinions  tattered  and  brown- 
Stately  withal  as  a  king  in  his  pride : 

In  the  depths  of  the  ocean  her  fastenings  be, 
Far  in  unvisited  caverns  down, 
SteadfSEustly  set  in  the  heart  of  the  sea : 

Deep  in  the  wondrous  world  nnseen, 
"Where  everlasting  currents  flow 
Through  everlasting  twilight  green ; 

Where  corpses  rock  dark  cradles  within, 
Where  phosphorus  starlets  bluely  glow, 
And  silent  fishes  go  on  golden  fin. 

Ch.  Ch.  O.  D. 
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^0^  ^ar,  I  xm. 


'"HAT  would  the  poet  that  he  seeks 
The  newly  consecrated  shrine — 
Apollo's  ? — ^wherefore  fix>m  his  bowl 
Streams  the  new  wine  ? 

Not  rich  SardiniaD  crop,  nor  herd 

That  roame  Calabria's  snnny  weald,  . 
Not  ivory  of  Ind,  nor  gold, 
Nor  yet  the  field 

That  Liris  laves,  as  ever  <m 

Seaward  his  dinged  waters  ga 
With  current  deep,  majestic,  strong, 
In  sLLent  flow. 
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Whom  fickle  Fortune  fayourB,  lie 

With  Calene  hook  may  prune  the  vine, 
Enriched  hy  trade  with  Tyre  may  drain 
From  gold  his  wine. 

Dear  to  the  gods  themselyes  appear 

The  western  main  who  outward  bound 
Seeking  fall  thrice  a  year  return 
Both  safe  and  sound. 

Such  then  may  feast ;  me  humbler  fare, 

Poor  as  my  lowly  fortunes,  give — 
Of  endive,  mallow,  succory 
That  I  may  live. 

Sound  as  my  mind  my  body  mine, 

Latoris,  be  a  constant  Mend 
My  lyre's  companionship  to  cheer 
An  honoured  end ! 

Edwin  Chalmsbs. 
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IBE  is  no  joy  on  the  broad  eaitLfor  me. 
No  peace  or  joy  in  flower,  stream,  or  tree ; 
Sat  there  is  peace  within  the  silent  gate. 


Open  thy  doors,  0  Death,  and  let  me  in ! 
For  life  has  pierced  me  with  its  care  and  sin : 
"So  heart  have  I  to  wrestle  more  with  Fate. 

In  the  wide  world  there  lives  no  friend  to  me : 
"So  friend  have  I,  sweet  Death,  but  thee,  but  thee ! 
For  men,  though  many,  pass  me  desolate. 

One  hope  is  left  that  thou  alone  canst  give : 

£j8S  thou  my  Hps,  kiss  me  and  I  shall  liye ; 

Kiss  me  to  rest  within  thy  silent  gate. 

Wbntwood. 
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^ife. 


TP  IFE  islhe  sky  of  an  April  ere, 

'^    Where  clouds  and  aznre,  pain  and  love, 

A  tangling  labyrinth  seem  to  weave 

For  the  winged  things  that  among  them  rove. 
In  the  east  the  sky  is  dark  and  clear, 

To  the  west  is  a  belt  of  gloomy  cloud, 
And  beyond  deep  floods  of  sunlight  peer 

Like  a  dead  man's  smile  at  the  head  of  the  shroud : 
But  we  know  ^tis  the  dawn  of  another  day 
Springing  from  this,  though  far  away. 

And  man  is  some  bird  at  close  of  day 
Winging  his  flight  to  the  gleaming  west, 

Wearily  threading  his  lonesome  way 

To  the  land  of  his  hopes,  the  land  of  his  rest. 

He  journeys  from  out  the  infinite  blue. 
And  each  tiny  cloud  seems  a  stormy  night, 

VOL.  V.  & 
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But  he  shudders  to  pass  the  death-cloud  through, 

Though  his  whole  soul  longs  for  the  western  light ; 
For  he  knows  'tis  the  dawn  of  another  day 
Springing  from  this,  though  far  away. 

M. 
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Ws^  ^xnbt  of  ^mtxd  ]^ntkBon. 


I AR  off  from  the  fight,  in  the  Yale  of  Virgmia, 
The  brave  warrior  sleeps  in  his  self-chosen  grave  ; 
Above  him  there  rises  no  praise-speaking  column, 
But  there  the  thin  folds  of  his  country's  flag  wave. 

Yes,  in  place  of  the  urn  and  the  proud  Mausoleum, 
The  flag  so  oft  borne  'mid  the  dying  and  dead. 
The  flag  which  he  fought  for  with  noblest  devotion, 
Now  droops  in  the  grass  on  the  conqueror's  head. 

How  happy  to  rest  from  the  storm  and  the  troubles, 
Which  rend  all  the  hearts  of  his  country  in  twain ! 
How  happy  to  turn  from  the  sight  of  the  contest. 
The  red  blazing  town  and  the  death-haunted  plain ! 

Now  in  place  of  the  war-ory  and  din  of  the  battle 
No  sound  breaks  the  tranquil  repose  of  the  vale, 
Save  the  whisper  of  trees  in  the  soft  summer  night  wind, 
Or  the  voices  of  villagers  borne  on  the  gale. 

VOL.  V.  o  2 
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It  needs  no  memorial  or  epitaph  o'er  him 
To  tell  in  the  course  of  long  years  still  to  come 
That  a  soldier  he  yet  was  both  godly  and  tender. 
Though  bravest  in  fight,  ho  was  gentlest  at  home. 

B.  N.  C,  OxFOKD.  W.  B. 
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*E  spoke  not,  but  his  heart  beat  high;   convulsion 
heaved  his  breast, 
As  on  his  stalwart  shoulder  her  fair  head  she  closely  pressed ; 
Fixed  was  his  eye — that  look  of  mingled  pity  and  despair-^ 
The  look  of  stifled  agony  which  only  men  can  wear : 
Gentle  yet  firm,  he  sought  to  soothe  by  many  a  fond  caress ; 
He  would  not  add  a  pang  to  swell  her  cup  of  bitterness : 
Pirm,  though  his  heart  was  wrung — 'twill   haunt    his 

memory  for  years — 
He  saw  that  sad,  that  touching  sight, — a  pleading  woman's 

tears. 

Pleading — ^but  ah !  the  time  was  past  when  he  might  thus 

be  won; 
That  flEdthM  heart  no  more  could  feel  as  it  so  long  had 

done: 

Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


72  A   PARTING. 

Long  did  lie  strive  to  quell  the  thoughts  that  stung  him 

day  hy  day, 
Alas !  the  wound  grew  deeper  and  more  painful  hy  delay. 
He  knew  she  loved  him  dearly, — ^he  could  read  it  in  her 

eye, 
Could  hear  it  in  her  gentle  voice,  or  e'en  her  fluttering 

sigh; 
One  charm  had  fled,  and  with  it  all  the  hopes  indulged  in 

vain : — 
The  dreams  of  youth  are  faded ;  can  they  ever  smile  again? 

He  had  watched  her  from  her  childhood  with  a  tender 
anxious  care ; 

'Twas  for  her  he  hreathed  to  Heaven  his  most  fervent  heart- 
felt prayer, 

*Twas  her  sweet  smile  he  looked  for  first,  hy  ahsence  made 
more  sweet; 

And  if  he  strove  for  honour,  'twas  to  lay  it  at  her  feet : 

She  was  his  earthly  idol,  his  delight,  his  hope,  his  pride ; 

His  greatest  pleasure  was  to  have  his  darling  hy  his  side : — 

Oh !  why,  when  we  are  doomed  to  toil  and  misery  ^om 
our  hirth, 

Why  set  we  our  affections  on  the  fleeting  things  of  earth  ? 

We  may  have  pain  and  sorrow  as  Life's  trouhled  waves  we 

cross ; 
Each  day  may  hring  a  care,  a  disappointment,  or  a  loss : 
Friends  may  depart,  our  dear  ones  sink  untimely  to  the 

grave, 
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Or  Heaven  in  one  short  hour  may  take  the  blessings  which 

it  gave. 
Sickness  or  age  may  weigh  us  down,  or  deep  remorse  for 

sin; 
All  may  be  fair  and  bright  around,  all  dark  and  drear 

within : — 
But,  oh !  can  aught  in  life  or  death  that  we  can  know  or 

prove, 
Can  aught  be  worse  than  this,  to  be  deceived  in  one  we- 

love? 

They  talk  of  fame  and  happiness,  and  brighter  days  in  store ;. 
But  happy  days  are  gone  from  him,  gone  to  return  no  more. 
He  still  loves  on :  love  cannot  die,  if  it  be  true  and  pure ; 
There  may  indeed  be  nought  to  love,  but  it  will  still  endure. 
The  world  knows  not,  friends  know  not  of  this  last,  this 

bitter  grief, 
And  did  they  know,  'tis  far  beyond  their  power  to  give 

relief: 
1^0 !  years  may  roll,  and  Fortune  smile,  success  his  path 

may  grace, 
But  the  memory  of  that  parting  nought  but  Death  will  e'er 

efface. 


f 
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I  T  Scarborougli,  as  at  Bethesda,  you'll  find. 
If  ever  you  go  with  your  wife  and  your  daughtezs, 
A  goodly  collection  of  lame,  halt,  and  blind, 
But  precious  few  an^eh  to  trouble  the  waters. 

Yo&icx. 
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"Xf  LOS  cujus  caHcem  puniceus  rubor 
*      Prsetexit,  specie  non  sine  simplici, 
Patum  sidere  Iseyo 
Te  nobis  tulit  obviumj 
Nam  mistam  stipula  vomere  rusticus 
Cervioem  gracilem  depninit :  all  tibi 
Blanda  fronte  nitenti 
Senis  parcere  yeUem ! 

Non  jam,  fida  tnis  ales  amoribus, 
Te,  pennas  agitans  rore  graves,  quatit 
Dum  se  tollit  in  auras 
Et  cantu  tremulo  occupat 
Grescentem,  maculis  visa  procul,  diem  I 
Horrebat  Boreas,  exacuens  gelu, 
Te  sub  tempore  veris 
Natoi  primitiis  agri : 
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Quin  et  snppositum  tIx  superans  solum 
Bidebas,  rapid!  turbinis  immemor : 
Te  non  sylva  procellis 
Objecta,  et  paries  tegit, 
lit  quas  pictus  opes  hortus  habet ;   tibi 
Quaevis  gleba  placet :  te  juvat  hispidum 
Pratum:  lumiDa  fallis 
Simplex  prsBtereuntium. 


Earis  tecta  comis,  pectore  candido 
Captabas  radios,  bcllis,  amabiles 
Tollebasque  modestam 
Formam :  vomere  snb  fero 
Nunc  succisa  cadis.     Non  aliter  jacet 
QusB  Virgo  patrios  deseruit  Lares 
Quam  decepit  amator 
Fromissis  male  credulam. 


Sic  vitsD  miseree  tentat  aquas  truces 

Fallacis  nimium  nescius  SDquons 
Yates,  dum  furor  undse 
Ventusque  imperiosior 

Nudam  consilio  perdiderit  ratem. 

Necnon  pauperiem  qui  didicit  pati 
Dignus  laude,  remittit 
Se  tandem  inyidia  minor, 
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Fluctuque  obniiter  non  superabili, 
Soli  cura  Deo,  ludibrium  suis ! 
Te  qui  floris  acerbam 
Mortem  congemis  auferat 
Quondam  sors  eadem — ^nec  faciet  moram 
Fatis  qui  color  est  flore  prior  rossB  : 
Perdet  te  quoque  aratrum 
Pulchris  parcere  nescium. 


O.C. 
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In  humble  imitation  of  fand  it  is  to  he  hoped  singable  to  the 
same  tune  as  J  Charles  Mathews^  s  Celebrated  Patter  Song, 
"The  Fall  OF  Pabis." 


TTNSEEGEADS !  wlio  come  up  tresky  and  wish  to  know 

^        the  sort  of  life 

That  men  at  Oxford  lead  ere  they  experience  have  hought 

of  life, 
Listen  to  the  lay  of  one  who's  had  with  Oxford  much  to  do. 
And  liked  it  once,  and  likes  it  still,  but  firom  another  point 

of  view. 
Oxford,  though  so  venerable,  has  tJniversity  dues  to  mind. 
And  fines  without  compunction  those  who  care  not  P's  aad 
Q's  to  mind. 

Undergrad  or  Tuft, 

I  hope  you  won't  be  huffed 
If  I  tell  you  how  to  pass  through  Oxford  with  ^lat ; 

Battels,  chattels, 

Horses,  courses. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


79 


Hunting,  punting. 
Beading,  feeding, 
Adverse  dons 
And  pressing  duns, 
What  common  things  they  are ! 
But  if  you'll  please  attend 
And  be  patient  to  the  end, 
I  will  tell  you  how  to  pass  through  Oxford  with  4clat 

Settling  when  you  come  up  first  that  honours  you'll  be 

trying  for, 
That  Mathematics  ciphers  are  that  you'll  at  least  be  sigh- 
ing for. 
Staying  in  all  day  and  reading,  drinking  tea  and  toast  and 

water, 
Caring  more  for  Class  Lists  than  our  victomes  by  land  and 

water ; 
Spoiling  paper  by  the  ream  with  notes  devoid  of  reasoning. 
As  silly  and  insipid  as  a  goose  without  the  seasoning. 
Till  each  adverse  don 
Looks  upon  you  as  a  son : 
That  is  not  the  way  to  pass  through  Oxford  with  dclat 
Battels,  chattels,  &c. 

Now  my  advice  to  Freshmen  is  to  only  run  up  moderate 

ticks. 
And  to  avoid  the  fate  of  those  who  get  into  a  regular  fix ; 
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Who  often  flutter  for  a  while ;  but,  when  the  reckoning 

comes,  are  found 
A  dividend  to  offer,  of  dimensions  meagre  in  the  pound. 
Boating,  hunting,  riding,  shooting,  all  are  good  for  Oxford 

men. 
And  cricketing,  and  all  such  sports ;  but  do  some  reading 
now  and  then : 

So  when  the  Schools  appear 
You  may  floor  them  every  year, 
Take  your  degree,  and  get  through  Oxford  with  delat. 
Battels,  chattels,  &c. 

YORICK. 
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¥    P¥EB,  i  nunc  est  equitandnm  in  anindine  longa 
^  f     Quo  omx  quadriyium  Banburiense  secat. 
Yestibus  insignis  mulier  regalibns  illic 

Quadrapedis  nivei  fortia  terga  premit 
Ora  pedum  digitis  bis  quinque  sonantia  pendent, 

Quot  dextra  annellis  tot  quoque  IsBva  nitet : 
Sic,  ubicunque  volet  graciles  inflectere  fraenos, 

Undique  tinnitu  dulce  sonabit  iter. 

P. 
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Mm  <^3rforir  Mi^^^it 


A  's  the  Academicals  we're  all  supposed  .to  wear ; 

B   ^8  for  Brown  the  Marshal,  and  his  two  Bnlldogs 

rare; 
C  stands    for   the    Cantion,    that   we're    given    in 

.      "  Prelim. ;" 
D  's  the  Dun,  demure  and  bland.  Ye  men !  steer  clear 
of  him! 

Chobtts  :  You  shall  see  from  my  rhymes 
what  appear  to  me 
The  signs  of  the  times  in  the 
A,  B,  C. 

E  stands  for  the  Elements  of  Euclid's  horrid  name ; 
F  stands  for  the  Figures,  which  don't  help  you  in  the 

same; 
G  stands  for  the  Olorious  Mucker  one  goes  in   the 

Schools ; 
H  stands  for  the  Hexagon,  reducible  by  rules. 

Chobtts  :  You  shall  seei  &c. 
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I    stands  for  the  Interest  sum,  that's  brimful  of  mis- 
takes ; 
J    stands  for  the  Jokes  on  it,  which  the  Examiner 

makes ; 
K  stands  for  the  Knowledge  contained  in  the  tome 
Of  L   that  stands  for  Livy,  the  Historian  of  Eome. 

Choeus  :  You  shall  see,  &c. 

M  stands  for  the  Matter  you're  to  get  up  for  the 
Schools ; 

N  stands  for  the  !N"ote  Book,  that's  crammed  with  use- 
less rules ; 

0   stands  for  Observance  of  Oxford  regulations ; 

P   the  Proctors,  who  enforce  the  same  on  all  occasions. 

Choeus  :  You  will  see,  &c. 

Q  stands  for  the  Question  the  Examiners  advance ; 

E  stands  for  the  Eaudom  shot,  that  nulMes  your 

chance ; 

S    stands  for  the  Sympathy  the  Dons  pretend  to  show; 

T   stands  for   the   "Tavern,"   to  which  they  make 

you  go. 

Chobtjs  :  You  will  see,  &c. 

U  is  the  Uneasiness  with  which  you  break  the  news 
To   V  the  Vexed  old  governor,  who'll  perhaps  supplies 
refuse ; 
W  'tf  the  Weariness  of  waiting  for  his  answer ; 
But  X  is  the  'Xchequer,  he  replenishes  like  a  man,  sir ! 

Choeus  :  You  will  see,  &c. 

VOL.  V.  H 
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Now  to  the  two  last  letters  I  beg  to  call  attention, 
Y  Z  *s  for  the  wiseheads,  which  I  will  try  to  mention : 
There's  Palmerston  and  Derby,   Aristotle,   Johnson, 

Qtirrick, 
And  Cicero  and  Plato,  'mongst  whom  never  will  be 

YoniCK. 
Chobtjs  :  Ton  will  see,  &c. 
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^akxiM  ax  not  ^0|jm80* 


^'HAT  time  of  day  was  Adam  bom  f 
Colenso  won't  believe 
When  I  assert  'twas  afternoon 
A  little  before  ^i;<?/ 

YORICK. 


TOL  .  ▼.  H  2 
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(BFRN8.) 


|[RIGHT  ran  thy  line,  0  Galloway, 
Throngh  many  a  far-famed  sire  : 
80  ran  the  far-famed  Roman  way : 
So  ended  in  a  mire. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


87 


3Ebjem  Jf^nim. 


^ONTICE,  per  proavos  perque  inclyta  nomina  patrum 
Hffic  tibi  dedncta  est  linea  clara  diu : 
Sic  Tia  deducta  est  Bomams  inclyta  fabris, 
Sic  in  limoBO  desiit  iUa  lacu. 
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'^MJihn  ma  ^jear. 


WVLLEN  my  own  love,  EUen  my  dear, 

*^    The  cry  of  my  heart  is,  **  Would  thou  wert  here/' 

I  whisper  aloud  and  I  sigh  to  my  heart, 

"  Ah !  cruel  the  distance  that  keeps  us  apart.*' 

Yet  why  should  I  ever,  for  ever  sigh  after 
The  music  that  stiU  in  my  fancy  I  hear. 

The  tones  of  thy  voice  and  the  ring  of  thy  laughter, 
Ellen  my  own  love,  Ellen  my  dear  ? 

Yet  I  wear  at  my  heart,  my  dear,  my  dear, 

A  circlet,  a  ringlet  of  rich  brown  hair ; 

And  a  likeness  fixed  in  my  fancy  lies 

Of  a  sweet  young  face  with  loving  eyes. 
And  I  know  that  there  stole  from  imder  those  shy  lids, 

The  day  of  our  parting,  a  beautiAil  tear, 
And  that  love  lay  hidden  behind  those  eyelids, 

Ellen  my  own  love,  Ellen  my  dear. 
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But  the  winter  is  going,  my  dear,  my  dear. 

And  the  crocuses  wake  and  appear, 

And  draw  from  under  the  frozen  mould 

Delicate  mantles  of  green  and  gold ; 
And  oh !  by  thy  vow  thou  art  mine  in  the  summer, 

When  the  roses  are  red  in  the  heart  of  the  year; 
When  the  lily  sways  down  with  the  bee,  that  wild 
hummer, 

Ellen  my  own  love,  Ellen  my  dear. 

E.G. 
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Jplibur  MjCQta  ^owdnm  Solano.' 


HOR.  CARM.  u.  6. 


CVSIBUE,  thy  Argiye  founder's  rest, 


X 


Be  too  the  rest  of  my  old  age 


The  home  of  one  storm-tost,  way-worn, 
Weary  of  war. 

Whence  if  the  unjust  Fates  debar, 
My  bourn  shall  be  thy  fleece-deckt  stream. 
Sweet  Oalese,  and  the  exiled  king 
Phalanthus'  fields. 

Sweet  smiling  spot,  to  me  more  dear 
Than  all  beside,  thy  orchat  fruits 
Than  others  mellower  are,  more  clear 
Thy  honey  drops. 
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Long  spring  and  winters  warm  are  thine 
From  heaven,  and  on  thy  fruitful  vines 
Thy  Anion  breathing  envies  not 
Ealemuin's  grapes. 

Thee  doth  yon  spot  with  me  demand. 
Ah !  heaven's  own  heights !    There  thou  must  steep 
In  djdty's  tear,  my  embers  warm, 
Thy  poet  friend. 

Aiac* 
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Wo  ji^arg. 


A  VALENTINE. 


jjb    NEW  life  flushes  eyery  hedge 
•^^    With  leaves  that  open  from  the  wood ; 
The  robin  sits  not  on  the  ledge, 
But  flies  away  in  lighter  mood. 

Me,  too,  the  season  bolder  makes, 
And  drives  away  the  bashful  fear. 

And  lends  me  heart  of  grace,  that  takes 
Its  fervour  from  the  brightening  year. 

And,  if  you  grant  the  season's  daim, 

I  take  the  privilege,  and  dare 
To  call  you  by  the  sweetest  name  — 

Mary — ^that  thrives  in  English  air ; 
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To  tell  you  that  for  long  unknown 
Your  sweetness  feU  on  fallow  ground, 

And  with  a  richness  all  its  own 
Broke  into  life  and  love  around : 

That  now  it  ripens  to  its  noon ; 

For  Winters  pass,  and  Spring  is  fle^t ; 
And  childhood  goes ;  and  every  moon 

Beholds  your  heauty  more  complete. 

Yes !  childhood  goes.     So  let  it  be : 

Our  lives  &om  step  to  step  arise. 
Soon  those  who  know  you  best  will  see 

A  dawning  starlight  in  your  eyes : 

Will  see  you  wake  to  higher  joys, 
And  wake  to  all  things  fair  and  good, 

Wake  from  a  dream  of  girlhood's  toys, 
Wake  into  tender  womanhood. 

And  while  your  beauty  gathers  force, 
I,  too,  may  praise  amongst  the  rest ; 

But  free  from  thoughts  that  have  their  source 
In  passion  or  self-interest. 

For  love  we  must  the  Beautiful, 

Where'er  its  perfect  form  be  set ; 
And  praise,  though  without  hope  to  cull 

The  rose  or  woodland  violet. 
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TO   HABT. 


But  you,  fair  maiden,  will  not  guess 
Wlio  wrote  these  tributary  lines  ; 

Yet  take  them  j  let  your  fayour  bless 
This  licensed  day  of  Yalentines. 
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W  day  so  dark,  but  that  some  glimmer  streams 
Across  onr  path  of  weariness  and  woe ; 
Either  the  morning  streak,  or  evening  glow. 

Or  the  full  noontide's  cheering  golden  beams. 

The  change  is  slow  but  sure  :  let  not  the  mark 
Be  missed,  for  lack  of  patience  and  of  love : 
Beach  out  the  outstretched  palms  to  God  above, 

And  walk  in  faith,  though  all  around  be  dark. 

Here  is  no  home.  Imperfect,  at  the  best, 
Are  all  things  on  the  level  flat  of  earth, 
And  marred  and  ruined  from  their  primal  birth, 

Bife  with  unquiet.     Only  dreams  of  rest. 

Yet  are  caught  glimpses,  where  the  sunlight  glows 

Amid  the  dark,  of  beauty  and  repose. 


S.  Edmund  Hall,  Oxford. 


F.  G.  L. 


VOL.   V. 
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Mim-Ms^^  'Mtllit, 


*  135®  WAS  in  the  sunny  summer  time, 
*      The  summer  hreeze  was  low, 
I  watched  beneath  the  bending  trees 
The  shadows  come  and  go. 


The  white-leaved  lilies  slumbering  lay 

Upon  the  drowsy  tide ; 
And  blue-eyed  Nellie's  fragile  form 

Was  nestled  at  my  side. 


I  held  her  little  blue- veined  hand, 
And  stroked  her  yellow  hair, 

And  thought  the  sun-loved  summer  days 
Had  never  been  so  fair. 
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'Twas  in  the  breezy  autninn  time, 

The  trembling  leayes  were  red, 
The  gay  chrysantbemnms  had  bloomed, 

The  summer  flowers  were  dead, 


The  nymph-Hke  lilies'  slender  forms 
Had  sunk  beneath  the  tide ; 

And  now  no  bine-eyed  NeUie  came 
To  nestle  at  my  side. 

But  she  could  hear  the  dead  leaves  fall, 
All  through  the  long  stiU  day. 

And  see  the  shadows  come  and  go 
Around  her  as  she  lay. 


'Twas  in  the  dreary  winter  time, 

The  snow  lay  deep  around. 
The  trees  like  mournful  spectres  rose 

From  out  the  shrouded  ground. 

I  passed  the  ice-bound  hawthorn  boughs, 

I  passed  the  frozen  tide, 
No  more  to  murmur  at  my  feet 
With  Nellie  by  my  side. 
VOL.  V.  ^2 
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I  lingered  in  the  lone  church-yard 

To  see  her  laid  to  rest„ 
And  shuddered  that  the  cold  white  snow 

Should  lie  upon  her  breast. 

Alas !  to  think  the  lilies  soon 
Will  crown  that  summer  tide, 

But  blue-eyed  Nellie  never  more 
Will  nestle  at  my  side ! 


Hyperion. 
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M^t  M-vdnmn  :mtRt 


^EN  as  the  maid 
By  faithless  love  betrayed, 
It  trusts,  too  frail, 
The  bosom  of  the  gale, 
"Whose  sweet,  sweet  breath 
Wafts  it  to  humbling  death: 
'WTule  in  the  bud 
Fresh  with  the  tree's  spring  blood, 
'While  in  the  green 
Bright  with  the  summer's  sheen, 
Now  in  the  mire 
'Reft  of  its  pleasant  'tire, 
Alone  it  drags 
In  brown  and  tattered  rags. 


Thin.  Coll.,  Oxon. 


'A  lag. 
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G^L  .^^LITTLE  head  is  sleeping  low 
(3^     'Neath  the  churchyard  cypress  row  : 
That  is  all  the  world  may  know ; 

But  our  hearts 
Taithfal  cherish  a  sweet  face 
Shadowed  in  thy  vacant  place, 
Shuddering  miss  each  childish  grace, 

EUie,  EUiel 

No  more  thou  trippest  hy  our  side, 
Our  own ;  but  now  at  eventide 
We  pray  to  go  where  thou  dost  'bide 

Evermore. 
And  still  the  Zephyrs,  murmuring  round 
Where  teardrops  dew  the  holy  ground, 
Will  mock  thy  angel-accents'  sound, 

EUie,  ElHe! 
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We  wander  in  the  summer  shades, 

Where  thy  sweet  music  thrilled  the  glades  : 

Thy  summer,  blessed  one,  never  fades, 

Glad  thy  song. 
Awhile  thou  blossomed  with  us  here ; 
But  now  we  check  the  rising  tear, 
And  fancy  still  thy  spirit  near, 

EUie,  EUiel 

Water-Babt. 
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OUNT  Herstein  sate  in  his  lofty  hall. 
His  hall  so  lofty  and  wide ; 
And  his  gay  retainers  were  gathered  all 
To  greet  his  lovely  bride. 

More  jolly  grew  the  merry  crew, 
As  they  kept  the  festal  tide. 

And  many  a  baron  of  goodly  port, 
Sprung  from  many  an  ancient  line. 

From  many  a  castle,  tower,  and  fort, 
That  flank  the  silver  Ehine, 

Was  gathered  now  to  grace,  I  trow. 
The  feast  of  Count  Herstein. 

His  bride  she  sate  all  dressed  in  lace, 
Her  form  was  of  fairest  mould, 

She  sipped  her  wine  with  a  winning  grace. 
And  her  cup  was  of  chastened  gold ; 
For  a  cup  less  rare  unfitting  were 
The  bride  of  a  baron  so  bold. 
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The  old  clock  struck  on  the  western  tower 

So  desolate  and  drear. 
It  struck  tlie  deadly  midnight  hour. 

But  scarce  reached  the  baron's  ear, 
As  loudly  passed  the  spirit-blast 

'Mid  the  tempest's  wild  career. 

Slowly  it  tolled  o'er  the  sluggish  moat, 

And  by  those  who  the  story  tell, 
'Tis  said  it  uttered  a  muffled  note. 

Like  the  toll  of  a  passing  bell. 

Or  like  the  strain  heard  on  the  main 

That  tolls  the  sailor's  knell. 

Then  up  rose  that  baron,  with  wild  mien. 

He  rose  in  dreadful  haste. 
But  ere  he  spoke  he  drained,  I  ween. 

His  goblet  shapely  chased — 
"  lITow  to  my  call  attend  ye  all, 

Eor  the  hour  is  come  at  last. 

"  Well  wot  ye  all  that  in  time  of  old 

A  baron  grim  and  foul 
Upon  this  eve  of  Candlemas, 

O'er  flowing  stoup  and  bowl 
Of  Malvoisie,  an  oath  sware  he 

By  sacred  pix  and  cowl : — 
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"  When  yonder  clock  the  dread  midnight  hour 

Should  toll  upon  this  night 
His  spirit  should  visit  the  western  tower 

All  dreads  clad  in  white, 

And  there  all  grim,  uncouth  in  limb, 

Should  wander  till  coming  light. 

'^  This  oath  sware  he,  and  now  list  all 

To  the  oath  that  T  do  swear : 
By  this  my  donjon,  tower,  and  hall, 

By  earth,  and  sea,  and  air, 
I  him  defy,  and  forthwith  hie 

To  meet  his  dread  sprite  there." 

I^ow  sudden  paled  each  reveller's  brow. 

Each  spirit  inly  lept, 
They  tried  to  change  the  baron's  vow; 

Close  clung  his  bride  and  wept : 
Heaven  would  forgive  that  he  should  leave 

Such  wicked  oath  unkept. 

Gently  repelled  he  every  brave, 

Each  baron  he  bade  aside, 
And  gentler  still  away  did  wave 

His  weeping  winsome  bride ; 
Then,  without  word,  hard  grasped  his  sword, 

And  from  the  wassaiL  hied. 
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Long  inmates  passed  since  their  hardy  chief 

Parted  on  his  fearful  quest, 
While  terror  held  each  deep-drawn  breath. 

And  fear  held  every  breast ; 

As  they  whispered  low,  'twas  just  as  though 

They  sate  at  a  burial  feast. 

Now  rose  a  fearful  shriek  within, 

So  piercing,  wild,  and  shrill ; 
The  hot  blood  rushed  to  each  gallant*  s  cheek, 

Hearts  sickened  and  grew  chill : 

There  came  but  one,  and  when  'twas  gone, 

All  again  was  deadly  stiU. 

The  lamps  flickered  strange  and  curiously, 

Like  a  wisp  in  the  marshy  fen, 
The  hounds  growled  low  and  frightedly 

Ere  they  laid  them  down  again. 

As  though  some  sight  had  caused  them  fright, 

Denied  to  mortal  men. 

Then  up  rose  three  barons  of  stalwart  might, 

Three  barons  left  the  board. 
They  girded  them  their  hauberk  bright. 

Their  bauldric,  dirk,  and  sword. 

Then  from  that  crew  they  slow  withdrew, 

But  spoke  they  never  a  word. 
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Now  the  lamps  that  gleamed  are  flickering  dim, 

Bevealed  a  scene  indeed ; 
Untaste  by  lips  each  beaker's  brim, 

TJnbroached  each  cask  of  mead — 
Lips  that  late  woke  the  wassail  joke 

Now  quivered  pale  instead. 

But  quick  returned  those  stalwart  three, 

And  the  lamp's  still  sickly  light 
Beflected  cheeks  that  once  were  dark, 

Now  fearful  pale  and  white ; 

Nor  aught  spake  they  to  their  dying  day 

Of  that  had  met  their  sight. 

But  never  again  appeared  that  lord 

Who  oath  so  rashly  made, 
Nor  ere  to  sit  at  the  ancient  board, 

The  next  of  kin  assayed ; 

But,  left  to  rust  and  fall  to  dust. 

The  castle  walls  decayed. 

And  often  as  strikes  the  dread  midnight  hour, 

As  Candlemas  eve  draws  near, 
When  the  storm-god  wails  o'er  the  western  tower 

So  desolate  and  drear. 
It  is  averred  that  a  shriek  is  hesrd 

'Mid  the  tempest's  wild  career. 

WoRC.  Coll.,  Oxford.  B.  C. 


Digitized  by  VtOOQIC 


'^M'xttk  d  ^xhnhu. 


TiEIlf K  to  the  brave ! 
*^     The  brave  that  love  the  bowl, 
And  drown  beneath  the  wave 
The  anguish  of  the  soul ! 

A  dozen  thirsty  souls, 

Whose  courage  well  was  tried, 
Had  spread  the  festive  board, 

And  quaffed  the  joyous  tide. 

A  loud  laugh  shook  the  board. 

And  it  was  overset ; 
Down  wont  the  festive  load 

And  all  the  crew  complete. 

It  was  not  that  the  bottle 
Or  bumper  gave  the  shock. 

It  was  not  Xeres  sherry. 
Champagne,  or  sparkling  hock. 
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Drink  to  the  brave ! 

Brave  Bibulus  is  gone, 
His  last  wine-cup  is  spilt, 

His  work  of  suction  done. 

His  head  was  on  aside, 

His  cup  was  in  his  hand. 
When  Bibulus  went  down 

Because  he  could  not  stand. 

Eaise  the  poor  fellow  up ! 

Once  first  to  crown  the  bowl, 
And  mingle  in  the  cup 

The  tide  that  cheers  the  soul. 

That  cup  of  brightest  silver 

Shall  circle  round  again, 
Pull  charged  with  best  Oporto, 

Or  brimming  with  champagne. 

But  Bibulus  is  gone. 

His  song  and  jest  are  o'er ; 
And  he  amidst  the  table  legs 

Is  slumbering  on  the  floor. 

Exeter  Coll.,  Oxford.  St.  Laub. 
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13th  Sunday  after  Trinity,  mdccclxiii. 


^  NEVEE  can  forget  that  Sunday  night, 
^^      I  sat  alone  beside  the  burial  sod, 
I  watched  the  moon  sail  o'er  her  sea  of  light, 
And  the  dear  stars  of  God*. 

1^0  sound  disturbed  the  stillness  of  that  time 
Save  the  low  murmur  of  the  restless  wave, 
A  seeming  echo  to  the  Church  bell's  chime, 
Beside  that  cross-crowned  grave. 

I  thought  of  those  whose  struggles  all  were  o'er 

In  the  calm  rest  of  God's  untroubled  sleep ; 
Of  white-robed  saints  upon  the  tideless  shore, 
Where  none  may  toil  or  weep. 
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And  then  I  thought  of  that  far  hetter  Land, 

From  every  storm  and  darkening  tempest  free, 
Where  never  hiUow  sohs  upon  the  strand, 
For  there  is  no  more  sea ! 

Until  I  almost  longed  to  be  at  rest 

From  life's  exceeding  sorrow  and  its  care ; 
To  join,  e'en  now,  the  anthems  of  the  blest, 
Their  perfect  gladness  share ! 

But  while  I  dreamed  of  God's  eternal  Home, 

Watching  the  shadows  as  they  flitted  by, 
Yoices  aU  dear  and  earnest  seemed  to  come 
From  out  the  grave  and  sky, 

Bidding  me  work  while  it  is  called  To-day ; 

To  suffer,  if  He  will,  and  so  be  strong ; 
To  use  His  blessed  gifts  as  best  I  may. 
For  no  true  life  is  long. 

Thus,  from  this  lonely  tomb  beside  the  shore, 

I  learnt  the  lessons — ^hardest,  yet  the  best : — 
I  wUl  be  patient — I  will  dream  no  more, 
And  He  will  give  me  rest ! 


u ^ 
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DHE  rain  faUs  fast, 
The  sky^s  o'ercast, 
And  I  am  shut  up  in  my  study, 

Oil  that,  instead  of  grinding  ^'  Books/' 
I  spent  my  time  in  scarijig  rooks, 
Or  tending  sheep,  a  youth  and  ruddy  ! 


A  shepherd  boy, 

My  soul  to  joy 
With  warbling  pipe  ;  and  pay  addresses 
'Mid  groves,  beneath  the  rainless  sky 
Of  Sidnejr's  lovely  Arcady, 
To  dainty  fair-haired  shepherdesses. 

VOL.  V. 
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Vain  dream,  away ! 
Long  past's  the  day 
Of  such  romantic  country-fancies — 
The  shepherd-boys  are  clumsy  louts, 
Not  half  so  good  as  Colin  Clout's — * 
The  ladies — brawny  Joans  and  Nancies^ 

Ah  no  !    Ko  change 
For  me — I'll  range 
Through  my  lone  life,  in  learned  leisure ; — 
My  Oxford,  let  me  hymn  thy  praise ! 
Return,  Commemoration  days 
Of  golden  joy  and  brimming  pleasure ! 

Yes !  they  live  still, 
And  like  a  rill 
That  threads  through  moss  its  trickling  mazes — 
Its  track  betrayed  by  tell-tale  green — 
So  those  bright  days  cast  back  a  sheen 
On  my  dull  life,  which  fairly  dazes — 

Ah !  green  was  I 
And  dull,  and  shy 
As  any  clown  who  grins  through  collar — 
Yet  were  you  kind,  and  doffed  your  state, 
At  Concert,  Ball,  Masonic  F^te — 
To  charm  an  awkward  absent  scholar. 

*  Colin  Clout.    The  fum  d$  plume  of  Spenaer  in  his  earlier  Pas- 
toral poems. 
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And  then  you  came 
(His  rooms  to  shame 
By  your  bright  presence)  t^  his  College — 

Straight  from  the  Broad  Walk's  brilliant  throng 
You  came,  and  sate  his  books  among. 
Praising  his  prizes  and  his  knowledge. 

Glad  times  were  they ! 
Woe  worth  the  day 
That  they  are  past  and  gone  for  ever ! 
l^ot  really  gone — ^for  fancy  gives 
Their  bright  hues  back — while  memory  lives 
Wo  time,  no  space,  can  true  hearts  sever ! 

Alas  for  him ! 
His  eyes  are  dipi. 
With  joyous  visions  at  that  table 
Where  still  he  sits  to  con  and  pore 
On  books,  and  '*  days  that  are  no  more," 
Mourning  o'er  Fortune's  whims  unstable — 

Why  should  she  hide 
Her  face  ?     Why  side 
With  men  to  whom  her  help  is  needless  ? 
Why  dash  her  cup  from  parching  lips, 
That  only  crave  a  few  short  sips  ? 
Why  mock  his  hopes,  of  suffering  heedless  ? 

VOL.  V.  *  L  2 
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Well !  be  it  80 ! 
My  lot  I  know, 
To  toil  an  Hi-paid  IiaJf-fed  curate, 
Contented  with  my  bread  and  cheese^ 
To  do  the  work,  nor  finger  fees — 
To  pay — ^not  live  up<m — the  poor-rate. 

Perchance  e'en  this 
Yields  truer  bliss 
Than  wealth,  with  worldly  toil  and  trouble  ; 
And  sure  I  am,  that  when  I  wait 
(My  work  well  done)  at  Heaven's  high  gate. 
My  joy  and  portion  shall  be  double ! 

c.  c.  c,  oxoN.  a 
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MDCCCLXIII. 


^  WATCHED  the  Old  Tear  as  it  lay  a-dying, 
(^     The  moon's  cold  light  fell  on  the  darkened  bed, 
I  heard  the  winds  their  Eequiescat  sighing 
Over  his  weary  head. 

His  work  was  done ;  and  like  a  warrior  olden, 
The  hard  fight  o'er,  he  laid  his  armour  down, 
And  passed  all  silent  through  the  portal  golden, 
Where  gleams  the  victor's  crown. 

What  a  strange  life  it  was !     Oh,  if  the  story 
Of  all  its  joys  and  sorrows  could  be  known, 
How  would  dark  shadows,  mingling  with  its  ^ory, 
Bound  its  whole  course  be  thrown! 
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How  many  tears  have  fallen  hot  and  thickly !  ' 
How  many  wonnded  heartsi  with  anguish  sore. 
Have  uttered  the  deep  longing,  "  0  come  quickly ; 
Our  buried  hopes  restore !  " 


How  many  blessed  gifts  of  truest  gladness 
His  own  dear  hand  has  scattered  on  our  way ! 
How  oft  His  voice  of  love,  amid  our  sadness, 
Turned  darkness  into  day ! 


Old  dying  Year,  thy  memories  are  dearer 
Than  any  of  thy  grandsires  gone  before ; 
I  feel  as  though  thy  waves  had  brought  me  nearer 
To  the  Eternal  Shore. 


So  here  I  bring  its  every  sin  and  sorrow, 
Its  deeds  accomplished  and  its  work  undone. 
To  His  dear  Cross,  and  wait  the  bright  to-morrow. 
And  the  unsetting  Sun. 


Therefore,  Old  Tear,  farewell !     I  watch  thee  dying. 
Struggling  in  weakness  for  thy  latest  breath ; 
I  catch  the  lessons  thou  wouldst  teach  me,  lying 
In  the  calm  sleep  of  death ; 
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And  these  thy  last  faint  words,  while  morn  doth 

brighten, — 
**  Up  and  be  doing  ;  lay  in  golden  store  ; 
Till  the  great  harvest  of  the  world  shaU  whiten, 
And  Time  shall  be  no  more." 

R.  H.  B. 
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In  humble  imitation  ofy  and  it  it  to  he  hoped  singable  to 
the  same  tune  as  Charles  Mathews's  "  Dbeak  of  D^edalits." 


I?  WAS  still  in  a  slumber, 

Packed  away  was  the  lumber 
Of  ancient  conundrums  and  riddles,  and  riddles^ 
When  an  uproar  I  heard, 
Very  like— on  my  word — 
The  tuning  and  scraping  of  fiddles,  of  Mdles ; 


I  saw  Convocation 

From  my  lofty  station 

(I  was  up  in  the  '^TJndergrads'  "  gallery,  gallery )y 

Writhing  and  seething, 

And  like  babies  teething, 

Dons  were  puling  about  Jowett's  salary,  salary. 
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The  world  was  excited, 

I  felt  quite  benighted, 

I  didn't  know  what  folks  were  doing,  were  doing ; 

Up  comes  Monsieur  Thiers, 

And  said  **  Have  no  fears, 

For  it's  Oliver  Cromwell  I'm  wooing,  I'm  wooing  J  ^ 

Then  Victor  Bmmanuel 

Said  "  Now  folks,  can  you  all 

Tell  me  why  Palmerston's  ranting,  'ston's  ranting  ?" 

"  Yes,  "  said  Cobden  and  Bright, 

"  Julius  Caesar  was  right, 

Por  Falstaff  is  following  Banting,  'ing  Banting*" 

And  then  I  dreamed  Homer 

Besided  at  Cromer, 

And  Grod^schakoff  played  at  ecarte,  ecarte, 

And  Helen  McGregor, 

And  the  *^  aeely  blind  hegga/r 

Of  Bethnal  Oreen^^^  made  up  the  party,  the  party. 

Then  Mr.  D'Israeli, 

And  Derby,  and  Paley, 

All  three  sang  a  lachrymose  ditty,  'mose  ditty, 

And  Miss  Burdett  Coutts 

Bothered  Herr  Meyer  Lutz, 

To  aot  on  the  Shakespeare  Committee,  Committee. 
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Then  Eothschild  and  Manning, 

Lord  Glasgow  and  Canning, 

Insulted  old  Aristogeiton,  'togeiton, 

But  Dickens  and  Shelley, 

Said  "  Tupper,  we  tell  ye 

This  isn't  a  subject  to  write  on,  to  write  on. 

I  then  hit  my  head  • 

At  the  top  of  the  bed, 

And  I  woke  from  my  dre&m  so  confusing,  confusing, 

Though  I  suffered  from  it, 

I  do  not  care  a  bit. 

If  my  readers  but  find  it  amusing,  amusing. 

YOBICK. 
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BIGHT  ripples  down  Ihe  Autumn  sun 
And  lights  the  dark-armed  cypress  tree  : 
Fair  Nature  smiles ;  but  sad  the  day 
That  hides  my  own,  my  love,  from  me. 

I  veil  me  in  the  cypress  bou^, 

And  through  the  welling  tear -mist  peep ; 
I  see,  yet  blindly,  where  she  now 

Is  kissed  by  falling  sods  to  sleep. 

Why  should  I  live  ? — a  little  while — 
A  twin  grave  'neath  the  cypress  lies, 

And  where  the  dewy  tear-drops  fell, 
A  cross  is  pointing  to  the  skies. 


OXEOBD. 
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■QW  nearly  Truth  and  Beauty  are  allied — 
Scarce  two  in  nature ;  one  in  loveliness. 
For  Truth  it  was  the  noble  martyrs  died, 

Whose  lives  and  deaths  confessed  its  nobleness : 
Its  praises  form  the  theme  of  poets'  song. 

Whose  privilege  it  is  and  constant  claim, 

With  heart  inspired  and  tongue  of  heavenly  flame 
To  expose  the  hideous  hatefulness  of  wrong, 

And  shew  forth  virtue's  excellence.     She  knew 
Full  well  the  poet's  mission,  from  whom  his  name — 
*  God's  prophet  of  the  Beautiful' — ^first  came ; 
For  Beauty's  truth  he  sings ;  and  in  his  mind, 
Whate'er  his  song,  this  maxim  still  you  find, 

That  Truth  is  beautiful  and  Beauty  true. 


C.  C.  C,  Oxford. 


A.  G.  S. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


miu  ^astU. 


Suggested  by  **  The  Poor  Relation's  Story,"  by  Charlefl  Dickens. 


IJE  were  a  merry  company 
Around  the  Christmas  board, 
Within,  the  ashen  faggots  blazed, 
Without,  the  night-wind  roared. 


There  were  all  kith  and  kind, 

The  rich  ones  and  the  poor, 
Eor  when  the  Christmas  time  comes  round, 

Wide  open  stands  the  door. 


And  all  in  turn  were  telling  tales, 
To  while  away  the  time  : 

Some  told  a  prosy  narrative. 
Some  read  a  tale  in  rhyme. 
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There  was  one  quiet,  kind-eyed  man 
Whose  face  was  pinched  and  pale 

As  though  he  seldom  saw  good  cheer ; 
And  thus  he  told  his  tale : — 

"  You  know,  my  friends,  that  I  am  poor, 
Some  on  this  earth  must  be ; 

And  yet  I  have  a  mine  of  wealth 
Which  more  of  yoi^  may  see. 

**  You  know  my  little  cottage  home  ? 

No  wife,  no  children  there ! 
Yet  I  have  both,  whieh  you  know  not, 

And  lands  and  gardens  fair. 

"  I  have  a  Castle  of  my  own. 
Where  my  wife  and  childrei*  stay, 

And  a  park  and  stately  avenue 
Where  I  wander  many  a  day. 

**  The  poor  and  sick  come  round  my  gate, 
And  receive  an  ample  share. 

Joyful  I  see  them  turn  away, 
And  bless  me  for  my  care. 

**  And  you,  dear  friends,  are  welcome  too, 

You  feast  in  my  castle  hall, 
When  the  ruddy  Christmas  faggots  cast 

Long  shadows  on  the  wall. 
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"  There  is  my  little  daughter  too, 

My  daughter  with  golden  hair, 
And  the  gentle  wife  I  love  so  well, 

Are  all  in  my  castle  there. 

"  You  smile  to  hear  me  tell  my  tale, 

Tou  say  my  wife  is  dead, 
The  grave  has  hid  her  gentle  face, 

And  my  daughter's  golden  head. 

**  Tou  tell  me  I  am  old  and  poor, 

My  castle  all  a  dream. 
And  that  my  brow  is  turned  by  thoughts 

Of  what  I  might  have  been. 

"  And  yet  my  castle  does  exist, 

And  if  you  ask  me,  where  ? 
I  tell  you  that  my  castle  is — 

A  castle  in  the  air ! " 

B.  N.  C,  Oxford.  W.  B. 
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GENES  that  have  fled,  too  quickly  sped. 
Sweet  hours  of  recreation ; 
Too  fleetly  hast  thou  passed  away, 
Bespected  Long  Vacation ! 


Scene  that  must  come,  thrice  funky  time. 

Bread  hour  of  care  and  woe ; 
Too  dose  is  thy  proximity 

Detested  little-go! 


To  muse  on  pleasure  past  and  gone 
Oan  but  inspire  dejection, 

Tet  oft  will  memory  indulge 
In  sweets  of  Eetrospection. 
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And  so  above  thy  bier  I  place 

These  words  of  gratulation ; 
Alas  1  what  terms  can  shadow  forth 

The  pleasures  of  Vacation  ? 


Oj  Alma  Mater !  when  I  first 
Was  bom  to  thee,  I  ween 

I  well  deserved  thy  sons'  reproach, 
They  called  me  "jolly  green." 


I  went  to  Chapel  every  day, 
"Walked  with  the  slowest  men, 

Never  missed  Lecture,  rose  at  four 
And  went  to  bed  at  ten. 


But  Chapel  soon  I  learnt  to  cut. 
Lectures  I  dubbed  a  bore, 

I  joined  the  Boat-club,  rose  at  ten 
And  oft  retired  at  four. 


And  when  my  chum  gave  a  sly  hint 

About  Examination, 
I  said,  "  Old  boy,  I'll  read  like  mad 

All  through  the  Long  Vacation. 

VOL.    V. 
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"  No  recreation  will  I  take, 

But  steady  be  and  sober." 
But  now  I  haven't  read  a  word, 

And  close  upon  October ! 

Come  then,  my  long^neglected  books  I 

(Each  dog  must  have  his  day) 
Come  "Cabs,''  come  "Coaches,"  "Cram-book," 
come, 

To  nerve  me  for  the  fray. 

With  you  I'll  spend  a  few  dull  weeks 

From  pleasure  banished  far. 
Then  whirl  aloft  my  gray-goose  quill 

And  hie  me  to  the  war. 

I  must  confess  that  very  oft 

My  mind's  prophetic  eye 
Pictures  a  "  Pluck."    But  never  mind ! 

I  vow  I'll  have  a  shy. 

Yet  ere  we  part,  I  fain  would  waft 

The  note  of  salutation 
To  thee,  my  loved — ^my  early  lost — 

My  sainted  Long  Vacation. 

E.  D.  P.  T. 
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S.  TTOW  sweet  to  watch  the  early  dawn ! 

-*"*•     How  sweet  to  watch  each  opening  flower ! 
B.  'Tis  very  sweet  to  waste  your  time, 

And  find  youVe  missed  the  breakfast  hour  I 

S.  How  sweet  to  wander  fancy  free, 

TJnheeding  evening's  warning  dews 

And  think — 
B.  About  that  little  Bill 

For  money  lent  you  by  the  Jews  ! 

S.  How  sweet  to  find  in  after  years, 
That  you  possess  one  true  friend  still ! 

B.  Bah  !  purblind  one  !  he  only  waits 
TJntil  he  finds  you've  made  your  will. 

S.  Is  there  a  bright  side  to  the  moon  ? 

Priend  Bitters,  how  say  you  ? 
B.  I  really  cannot  stop  to  think, 

The  Dew  falls,  hem !  adieu  / 


VOL.  V. 


YORICK. 

m2 
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I  AN  was  sleeping  under  an  oak. 

With  his  flagon  dropped  from  his  hand ; 
And  all  was  hushed  in  the  windless  night, 
Save  where  the  long-ridged  waters  hroke 
Wave  upon  wave,  o'er  Cythera's  strand ; 
While  Hesper  glimmered  afar  in  his  tremulous  ether  of  ligbt. 


And  the  waves  in  a  blue  unrest 
Rolled  over  their  hyaline  home, 
Jewelled  and  spangled  and  bright  with  the  starry  li^t 

from  above. 
Gathering  myriad  crowns  of  creamy  foam ; 
When  suddenly  broke  from  the  crest, 
Suddenly  lay  oii  the  Ocean's  billowy  breast 
The  delicate-breathing  form  of  the  Queen  of  love. 
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She  was  asleep  in  her  rocking  bed ; 

One  hand  lay  by  her  side,     ^ 

Tenderly  curved  to  the  shape  of  a  roseate  shell ; 

The  other  rested  her  head, 

And  the  yellow  mass  of  her  hair  gleamed  on  the  rising  swell 

Floating  around  on  the  luminous  plain  of  the  tide, 

Falling  from  shoulder  to  arm  and  glistening  over  her  knee, 

Setting  a  golden  frame  to  the  perfectest  pearl  of  the  sea. 


Such  as  the  God-taught  sculptor  sees, 

"When  the  passionate  poet-thought  of  his  heart  lies  bare ; 

And  forth  from  the  prisoning  stone  he  frees 

A  glorious  form  to  the  light  and  air ; 

And  the  spirit  of  Beauty  and  Being  brims 

In  the  drooping  eyes  and  the  arch  of  the  lips, 

And,  as  he  steps  aside,  there  slips 

The  milk-white  splendour  of  life  over  the  marble  limbs. 


Smiling  she  lay  in  her  sleep, 

Liighting  the  far- down  halls  of  the  deep 

"With  the  tender  ambrosial  joy  of  a  smile  for  ever  her  own, 

Her  smile  immortally  sweet,  her  smile  eternally  young : 

And  old  Poseidon  rose  from  his  branching  coralline  throne, 

And  wakened  a  thousand  echoes  with  chant  and  song. 
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She  is  come,  she  is  come !     Awake,  awake, 

Naiad  and  Triton !  and  haste  from  the  purple  depths  of 

the  sea, 
"With  the  jubilant  shrill  of  the  horn,  and  break 
The  long  deep  ^lence,  and  hail  the  Queen  of  the  world  to  be. 
She  is  come,  she  is  come,  arise  I  arise  ! 
On  thy  emerald  bough,  Cytherean  rose  of  the  dells ; 
Bud'  and  blossom,  awake  !  open  your  starry  eyes. 
Ring  her  a  musical  welcome  forth  from  your  honeyed  petals 

and  bells.  ' 

She  is  come,  she  is  come !  her  reign  is  nigh : 
All  shall  bow  to  her  sway  as  the  spring  of  her  sovereignty 

dawns, 
From  Zeus  who  sits  in  the  clear  white  light  of  the  sky. 
To  the  Oread  pressing  a  silver  foot  on  the  velvet  heart  of 

the  lawns. 

Tt'b  Ywek. 
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9s  cheap  adyertisements  are  now 
Of  all  the  papers  going  rounds, 
Oxford  should  surely  head  the  list : 
"-4  Oreeh  Professor:  foetx  pounds !" 


YORICK. 
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This  poem  relates  to  the  reign  of  Peter  the  Cruel,  king  of  Castile, 
who  was  so  obnoziotis  to  his  subjects  that  many  of  them  joined 
Henry  de  Transtamare,  Peter's  natural  brother,  in  order  to  place  him 
on  the  throne,  which  they  subsequently  succeeded  in  doing. 


liaye  I  seen  the  sim  majestic  rise, 
And  wend  his  course  at  dawn  through  cIoudlesB 
skies: 
Ere  noon  arrives,  dark  shades  his  rays  conceal, 
And  all  his  greatness  and  his  splendour  steaL 
Thus  have  I  known  life's  dawn  appear  as  fair, 
Yet  in  youth's  prime  o'ercast  with  clouds  and  care. 
Youthful  and  beauteous,  generous  and  kind. 

Eosetta  had  a  pure  and  spotless  mind ; 
Candour  and  truth  in  her  conspicuous  shone, 
And  talents  that  would  well  have  graced  a  throne. 
When  Castile  groaned  beneath  a  tyrant's  hand, 
And  Peter's  name  was  shunned  throughout  the  land  ; 
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Her  parents,  driven  from  their  peaceful  home, 

Were  long  condemned  through  wilds  unknown  to  roam; 

Tni,  worn  with  seeking  for  some  peaceful  glade. 

They  fixed  their  dwelling  in  La  Mancha's  shade. 

'Twas  here  that  young  Eosetta  oft  would  rove, 

'Twas  here  she  learnt  to  prLse  a  brother's  love. 

Till  war,  renewing,  brought  on  fresh  alarms, 

And  tore  her  much-loved  father  from  her  arms. 

His  countrymen,  by  long  oppression  tired, 

"With  liberty  and  martial  ardour  fired,  • 

At  Peter's  tyranny  indignant  grew. 

And  joyfully  to  Henry's  banners  flew : 

The  sound  of  arms  Alphonso's  passions  raise. 

His  thirst  for  glory  and  his  love  of  praise. 

Now  first  is  Rosa's  life  with  clouds  o'ercast. 

Which  all  her  brightest  fairest  prospects  blast ; 

Joyous  their  peaceful  dwelling  reigns  no  more, 

And  long  appear  the  hours  so  fleet  before. 

Calm  was  the  evening,  and  the  setting  sun 
His  daily  course  as  yet  had  scarcely  run, 
When  Eosa,  seated  by  her  brother's  side, 
A  youthful  warrior  standing  near  them  spied : 
The  youth,  advancing,  thus  the  maid  addressed, 
While  to  her  brother's  side  she  closer  pressed : — 
'^  Let  me,  fair  maid  I  thy  kind  compassion  daim. 
From  Castile's  bloody  plains  I  lately  came. 
Deep  through  La  Mancha's  shades  my  journey  lay,i 
And  far  I've  travelled  on  this  sultry  day." 
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I 

With  graceful  ease  the  sweet  Rosetta  rose, 

And  the  youiig  stranger  to  her  cottage  shows ; 

At  length  arrived,  her  mother  first  he  meets, 

Who  with  a  courteous  air  the  warrior  greets, 

Invites  him  to  partake  their  frugal  fare. 

And  of  their  plain  and  simple  meal  to  share. 

Conversing  now  of  Henry's  fall  he  speaks, 

When  he  perceived  Rosetta's  paUid  cheeks ; 

And  now  he  sees  the  mantling  blushes  rise, 

And  to  the  ground  she  bends  her  tearfol  eyes ; 

Conviction  darted  o'er  his  softened  mind, 

The  maid  he  seeks  in  Eosa  he  may  find. 

He  now  proceeds  : — "  0  deign,"  cried  he,  '*  to  lend 

Thine  ear,  and  to  my  tale,  fair  maid,  attend. 

Know  that  Alonzo  is  the  name  I  bear. 

Of  noble  parents  and  rich  lands  the  heir ; 

In  early  youth  my  tender  mother  died. 

Who  for  my  welfare  on  my  sire  relied. 

The  king  convened  his  peers  to  join  his  cause ; 

But  truth  and  freedom  were  my  father's  laws : 

Disdaining  to  obey  his  base  commands. 

The  hated  tyrant  seized  on  all  his  lands. 

The  unjust  oppression  roused  my  father's  fire ; 

In  Henry's  cause  I  joined  my  valiant  sire, 

Where,  fighting  for  that  prince,  he  bravely  fell : 

What  were  my  feelings  then,  oh !  who  shall  tell? 

Moumftil  and  Mendless,  there  I  still  remained, 

Till  one  old  veteran  my  affections  gained ; 
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He  made  me  feel  sweet  friendsliip's  balm  once  more, 

And  sought  to  heal  the  wound  that  bled  so  sore . 

Alas !  how  shortly  were  my  joys  to  end, 

Por  soon  I  lost  my  dear,  my  valued  friend ; 

Where  battle  fiercest  raged  he  nobly  fought, 

In  vain  my  anxious  eyes  his  image  sought : 

At  length  a  fainting  warrior  I  espied, 

The  life-stream  flowing  from  his  wounded  side : 

In  him  my  much-loved  friend  I  quickly  knew. 

To  his  assistance  almost  frantic  flew. 

He  ^ized  my  hand,  he  pressed  it  to  his  heart : — 

*  Oh !  much-loved  youth,'  he  cried,  *  we  now  must  part* 

My  dying  words,  my  dear  Alonzo,  hear. 

My  blessings  to  my  wife  and  children  bear, 

My  prayers  for  my  Rosetta's  welfare  take. 

Bid  her  to  love  thee  for  her  father's  sake : 

May'st  thou  in  virtue's  paths  still  nobly  tread. 

May  glory's  brightest  laurels  crown  thy  head ; 

May  wondering  nations  of  thy  virtues  tell — 

Oh !  ever  dear  Alonzo !  now  farewell.' 

Then  on  his  face  arose  the  damp  of  death. 

And  on  this  bosom  he  resigned  his  breath.*' 

Here  poor  Rosetta's  cheek  more  pallid  grows. 

The  lily  pale  supplants  the  blushing  rose, 

So  youth  and  beauty  ne'er  so  sweet  appear 

As  with  its  cheek  bedewed  with  sorrow's  tear. 

Distress  and  grief  now  wrung  Rosetta's  heart, 

How  to  her  mother  the  sad  tale  to  impart. 
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Poor  Eosa,  thougli  consumed  with  inward  grief. 
Still  sought  to  give  her  parent's  heart  relief; 
But  Tain  was  all  the  daughter's  tender  care. 
Affliction's  deepest  thorn  was  planted  there : 

'    And  soon  the  struggles  of  her  hosom  cease, 
Soon  she  prepared  to  quit  the  world  in  peace  ; 
Her  Eosa  to  her  heart  she  fondly  pressed, 
And  to  her  son  her  dying  words  addressed  : — 
"  Fernando,  on  thy  worth  I  now  rely ; 
To  this  dear  child  a  father's  place  supply." 
She  paused — as  if  in  meditation  deep. 
And  placid  sunk  in  everlasting  sleep. 
His  mother's  charge  Fernando  well  obeyed, 
In  his  affection  to  the  lovely  maid ; 
And  sure  if  tenderness  can  heal  the  smart, 
And  charm  away  the  grief  which  loads  the  heart. 
Deep  sorrow  soon  must  quit  Eosetta's  breast, 
Her  lovely  face  again  in  smiles  bo  dressed. 
As  the  mild  creeper,  or  the  clustering  vine, 

V  Eo\md  the  broad  trellis  their  young  tendrils  twine. 
So  twined  Alonzo's  worth  round  Eosa's  heart, 
And  to  his  breast  new  feelings  did  impart. 
And  now,  again  the  threatened  wars  return, 
"With  martial  ardour  the  young  heroes  bum 
Once  more  to  join  their  injured  country's  cause. 
Bravely  defend  her  liberties  and  laws ; 
But  when  Fernando  saw  his  sister's  tears. 
And  for  his  safe  return  expressed  his  fears, 
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His  manly  heart,  which  ne'er  from  danger  shrunk, 
"With  pity  now  and  tender  feelings  sunk : — 
"  To  thy  entreaties,  dearest  maid,  I  yield, 
Fernando  will  forego  the  helm  and  shield, 
With  thee,  my  Eosa,  I  wiU  tarry  here, 
Nor  cause  thy  bosom  aught  for  me  to  fear." 

Strong  was  the  struggle  in  Femando's  mind, 
Nor  to  his  feelings  was  his  sister  blind ; 
The  sacrifice  he  made  Bpsetta  felt, 
And  at  his  feet  the  generous  maiden  knelt : — 
**  Go,  dear  Fernando,  Eosa  bids  thee  go ! 
Amid  the  country's  foes  thy  valour  show." 
Could  young  Alonzo  now  behold  unmoved, 
Such  noble  feelings  in  the  maid  he  loved  ? 
Gould  he  in  peace  from  Mancha's  shades  depart 
Without  an  effort  to  secure  her  heart  ? 
But  oh !  what  transports  o'er  his  mind  expand 
When  the  fair  maid  accepts  his  proffered  hand ! 
But  when  she  bids  adieu  to  friends  so  dear, 
In  vain  she  tries  to  check  the  rising  tear : — 
"  Fernando,  from  the^e  glades  in  peace  depart : 
Alonzo,  let  Bosetta  rule  thy  heart ; 
0  may  it  ever  be  my  care  to  prove 
Bosetta  worthy  of  Alonzo's  love : 
And,  though  another  now  my  heart  must  share. 
Still  shall  Febnando's  name  be  graven  there. 
May  we  in  virtuous  acts  our  lives  employ, 
And  past  regrets  forget  in  present  joy." 
Magdalen  Hall,  Oxfobd.  J.  W.  A. 
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jHE  autumn  sunlight  trembles  in  my  room, 
And  quivers  coldly  on  the  wainscot  wall, 
Gilding  anon  the  deeply-laden  shelves, 
"Where  folios,  seldom  used,  ane  laid  to  sleep 
In  all  the  dignity  of  ancient  dirt, 
"With  volumes  oft  read  o'er  night  after  night, 
And  others  in  gay  bindings,  red  and  gol,d, 
The  dear  companions  of  my  idler  hours. 
My  open  window  looks  upon  the  green 
And  still  quadrangle,  where  the  shadows  sleep, 
Cast  from  the  quaint  grey  gables  overhead, 
And  not  a  sound  disturbs  this  quiet  hour 
"Within  the  old  walls  of  St.  Benedict. 

«  «  «  «  « 

Strange  thoughts  and  fancies  haunt  my  mind  to-day, 
And  well-known  faces,  lost  long  years  ago. 
Again  are  with  me  from  the  spirit  land ; 
The  friends  and  schoolmates  of  my  early  years, 
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My  college  compeers  in  the  strife  for  fame ; 
And  'mid  them  all  one  face  I  ever  see, 
A  young  girl's  feice,  which  seems  as  fresh  and  fair 
As  when  I  saw  it  last,  long,  long  ago. 
And  yet  it  cannot  be,  for  then  these  locks 
Were  sxmny  hazel,  which  are  silvered  now. 
And  she  has  lingered  in  the  snltry  land 
Of  far-off  India  for  this  many  a  year. 

'Twas  in  the  spring  time,  when  the  hawthorn  trees 
Were  snowy  white  along  the  winding  lanes, 
When,  turning  from  my  college  life  awhile 
I  saw  Kate  Neville,  in  her  country  home. 
And  Xate  was  fair,  with  light  blue  gleesome  eyes : 
Bare  talents  had  she,  talents  well  employed, 
And  yet  with  all  her  study  never  joined 
The  pompous  prosing  of  the  would-be  wise. 
How  well  I  loved  her  I  may  never  tell. 
Alas !  I  loved  too  fondly,  e'er  to  live 
Save  in  a  world  of  shadows,  all  alone ! 
How  well  my  memory  conjures  up  each  scene, 
Each  hour  of  that  sweet  spring-time  of  my  love ! 
The  May-flower's  perfume  seems  around  me  now, 
As  on  that  evening  when  we  plighted  troth, 
Beneath  the  branches  of  the  hawthorn  tree. 
Bright  Hesper  watched  us,  from  the  tranquil  sky, 
The  merle  sang  softly  in  the  beechen  grove, 
And  I  was  tangled  in  the  golden  net 
Of  fair  Kate  Neville's  soft  and  shining  hair. 
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And  yet  it  might  have  been, — ^how  strange  it  seems 
To  ponder  now  on  what  things  might  haye  been ! 
How  different  then  the  vista  of  my  life, 
All  strewn  with  flowers,  and  bright  with  hope  it 

seemed, 
Cloudless  and  fair,  as  when  the  dawn  has  spread 
Its  rosy-tinted  awning  o'er  the  earth. 
But  friends  (why  call  them  by  so  false  a  name  ?) 
Used  all  their  idle  arts  to  mar  the  joy 
Just  springing  up  between  two  kindred  hearts. 
They  warned  Kate  l^eville  not  to  cast  away 
Her  youth  and  beauty  on  a  college  don, 
A  book-worm,  who  could  talk  of  naught  but  Greek, 
Or  crabbed  rules  in  dry  logician's  lore. 
And  then  there  came  betwixt  me  and  the  light 
A  gay  young  soldier  with  a  handsome  face, 
And  he  could  waltz  and  ride,  and  whisper  too 
Soft  empty  nothings  in  a  lady's  ear ; 
But  more  than  this  he  could  not :  yet  he  won 
The  only  cherished  treasure  of  my  heart. 
And  though  Kate  l^eviUe's  face  was  wet  with  tears 
When  these  fond  eyes  in  sorrow  looked  their  last, 
Yet  she  was  plighted  to  my  rival  then, 
And  joined  his  fortunes  in  another  land. 
And  thus  my  one  romance  was  swept  away, 
My  bright  young  day-dream  melted  into  air. 
Thus  have  I  grown  through  weary  years  to  be 
The  grey-haired,  sad-eyed  man  you  see  me  now. 
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They  say  that  college  tutors  who  have  lired 

For  many  years  within  their  college  walls 

Are  fit  for  little  hetter  than  to  grind 

Scholastic  lectures  in  dull  students'  hrains  : 

That  all  their  hest  emotions  go  to  sleep 

And  leave  their  hearts  all  dust-hegrimed  and  dry. 

It  may  he  so.     But  ere  your  minds  condemn, 

Reoall  the  Senior  Fellow's  tale  of  love, 

And  think  that  others,  too,  like  him  have  loved, 

And  like  him  loved  too  fondly,  and  in  vain ! 

B.  N.  C,  Oxford.  W.  B. 


VOL.  V. 
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JETHOUGET  I  heard  regretful  manhood  sing, 
^^    Long  hazy  times  ago,  that  are  not  now 
In  look,  in  shade  or  substance,  nor  will  be, 
Within  the  dusk  dell  of  a  darkling  hill ; 
As  on  a  nut-embranched  stile  he  sat, 
Looking  upon  the  wooded  heights  that  laj 
Against  him,  just  across  the  dimpled  dale, 
"Wearily  these  words  at  eventide. 
Which  in  my  hearing  like  a  sad  farewell 
Linger  in  dropping  echoes  to  this  day. 


I  know  not  what  we  are, 
I  know  not  how  we  live  or  die. 
But,  like  at  night  a  star, 
Thou  art  gone  by. 
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When  thou  wert  yet  witii  me, 
The  morning  sang  nnto  the  eve. 
But  now  bereft  of  thee 
I  can  but  grieve. 


In  Time's  still  mirror  glassed, 
Through  lights  and  shades  Hfe  shot  away; 
But  now  the  lights  are  passed, 
And  all  is  gray. 


Yet  be  life  light  or  dark, 
My  soul  unto  high  hopes  was  born, 
I  will  not  miss  the  mark, 
Though  thus  forlorn. 


Some  years  to  dare  and  do, 
To  live  in  action,  and  to  brave 
What  storms  about  me  blow. 
Then  comes  the  grave. 


0  grave !  thou  home  of  peace 
To  him  that  fighteth  tiU  sundown, 

1  woo  thy  long  release. 
Brow-crowned  alone. 

VOL.  v.  K  2 
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For  sweet  the  warrior's  rest 
That  dies  with  twilight  on  the  field, 
Calm  on  his  hrows,  and  on  his  breast 
A  broken  shield. 

So  spake  he  as  the  dark  crept  on  the  dusk. 
Who  in  this  life  to  me  will  speak  no  more, 
But  is  engulfM  in  **  the  dreadful  past," 
Words  weak  with  sadness,  yet  in  silent  hours 
Sweeter  than  the  loud  laughter  of  the  world, 
Which  like  the  falling  echoes  of  farewell 
Linger  within  my  hearing  to  this  day. 

GWYNNYD. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


Mt&  Mt^ind, 


LEET  mj  home  in  wrath  and  pride, 
A  wider  sphere  to  claim. 
Forth  to  the  hnsy  world  I  hied, 
And  met  but  grief  and  shame. 
I  sought  my  home — ^bnt  ah !  what  smart 

Smote  then  my  guilty  mind ! 
Gold  Death  had  stilled  each  loving  heart, 
And  I  WAS  lept  behdtd  ! 


I  loved my  love  was  guiltless  then  ! 

A  brief  blest  dream  was  mine ; 
A  star  that  waned,  ne'er,  ne'er  again 

O'er  my  dark  path  to  shine. 
Her  latest  breath  in  prayer  was  given, 

Her  hand  in  mine  entwined ; 
So  snapped  my  last  bright  link  with  heaven, 

And  I  WAS  left  behind  I 
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Then  frenzy  raged — each  joy  diyine 

I  turned  to  bitter  gall ; 
Foal  were  the  souls  I  linked  with  mine, 

And  fouler  far  their  fall. 
Some  gasped  their  life  in  mortal  pain. 

Some  weak  and  nerveless  pined, 
Some  by  their  own  rash  hand  lay  slain, 

And  I  WAS  lept  bbhind  ! 


I  crossed  the  wave — ^the  rover  came — 

I  joined  his  murderous  band ! 
Undaunted  'neath  his  glance  of  flame 

I  saw  my  comrades  stand, 
All  firm,  save  I,  from  guilty  stain 

Kefuge  in  death  to  find ; 
Above  them  rolled  the  trackless  main, 

Axn  I  WAS  LEFT  BEmNn  I 


The  plague-fiend  came — ^with  torture  riven 

They  parched  beneath  the  sun ; 
And,  hating  man,  and  cursing  heaven, 

Died  raving,  one  by  one. 
Sped  were  their  souls  ere  close  of  day, 

The  sickening  light  declined, 
All  ghastly  'neath  the  moon  they  lay, 

Aim  I  WAS  LBFT  BEHiyn  I 
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Years  rolled  on  years — aad  train  on  train, 

Earth's  hosts  were  swept  away ; 
Their  bleaching  bones  bestrewed  the  plain 

And  silent  mountain  grey. 
And  Yoiceless  towns  looked  grim  and  wan, 

And  kingdoms  sonless  pined, 
And  I^ature's  self  seemed  dead  and  gone ; 

But  I  WAS  left  BEHicfi)! 

Then  thunder  roared — earth's  trembling  frame 

Shook  'neath  her  Maker's  ire ; 
The  rending  heavens  rolled  down  in  flame, 

And  wrapped  the  world  in  fire. 
Uprose  the  ransomed  from  their  grave. 

With  Heaven's  own  pardon  signed ; 
They  called  on  Him  who  came  to  save — 

But  I  WAS  left  behind! 

The  trumpet  pealed — ^the  chosen  race 

Soared  to  their  native  sky ; 
I  saw  my  infant  sister's  face, 

Who  died  in  years  gone  by. 
I  cried  to  her — my  anguished  cry 

Died  on  the  howling  wind ; 
The  ransomed  spirits  soared  on  high, 

And  I  WAS  left  BEHnn>! 

Wadham  Coll.,  Oxfobd.  Diogenes. 
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WiilE  sea  beneath  me  glooms  and  twinkles 
***     In  light-and-shadow's  rich  array, 
Liye  greens  athwart  its  myriad  wrinkles 

Amid  the  pinky  purples  play ; 
The  pinks  and  purples  dusk  and  brighten 

Here,  there,  anear  and  fax  away, 
Each  green  itself  with  green  besprinkles. 

As  shade  and  sunlight  o'er  it  stray ; 
And  like  a  flame  beside  them  lighten 

Long  crimson  streaks  of  clear  inlay, 
And  belts  these  living  hues  one  brooding  blue  alway. 
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The  clouds  at  mom  and  noon  and  even, 

InislM  in  the  living  hlue, 
Look  down  in  mute  surprise  from  heaven 

On  each  enje welled  shifting  hue, 
That  o'er  the  heaving  mirror  sparkleth 

Of  this  broad  bright  enamelled  sea. 
As  their  own  light-and-shadow  driven 

Across  its  surface  shines  and  darkleth. 
Where  myriad  tints  play  ceaselessly 

Into  all  shades  of  colour  new, 
Dissolving  in  all  lights  yet  never  pass  from  view. 

'  Methinks  this  sea  beneath  me  swaying 

Is  like  the  sea  of  human  life, 
The  colours  on  the  surface  playing, 

The  hopes  that  mock  its  mortal  strife ; 
•  All  countless  fancies  o'er  it  flying 

Are  with  all  forms  of  pleasure  rife. 
And  always  seems  the  world  a-maying ; 

But  'neath  his  gilding  green  and  gold, 
Uncharmed  within  the  being  is  lying. 

In  hueless  darkness,  drear  and  cold. 
And  this  gay  world  with  nature  vying 

In  wealth  of  new  delights  untold. 

Though  decked  so  young  without,  within  is  gray  and 

old. 

Wentwood. 


VOL.  V. 
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^IS  features  in  the  moon  were  dim^ 
A  fixed  Btiffiiess  cramped  each  limby 
The  little  fieldmouse  peered  at  him, 
Then  crept  again  into  the  shade ; 
Very  still  was  the  night  on  high. 
An  air  or  two  at  times  went  by 
Across  the  field  beneath. 
And  on  his  brow  the  thick  locks  swayed ; 
And  lightly  to  the  quiet  sky 
Went  up  and  came  no  more  his  breath. 


He  had  crept  there  to  die  down-hearted, 
Whose  life  with  ills  had  long  sore  smarted. 
Whose  friends  were  dead,  or  all  departed ; 
Earth  is  but  earth  as  it  began : 
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Could  he  have  pushed  but  two  mile  on 

He  would  have  reached  the  remembered  town, 

And  the  dark  church  tower, 
The  old  courtyard,  where  his  boyhood  ran 
Chameleon-like,  in  shade  and  sun, 

Its  changing  moods  from  hour  to  hour. 


It  matters  not ;  he  is  at  peace ; 
All  his  troubles  now  do  cease, 
Will  no  more  year  by  year  increase. 
But  are  vanished  quite  away : 
We  will  leave  him,  you  and  I ; 
Would  with  him  we  now  might  die 
And  be  at  rest ; 
Yet  cheer  thee,  brother !  watch  and  pray : 
Our  hearts  that  ache,  too,  by  and  by 
1^0  more  wiU  sicken  in  the  breast. 

Wentwood. 


VOL.  V.  o  2 
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Aecvoc  xapwcnip  I 

Euripides,  Hecuba,  379- 

"Juventus 

Non  tantum  Veneris,  qnantrun  studiosa  culinfe." 

Hob.  Sat.  n.  s.  79. 


TCTTJTRIX  conducor,  famulis  conserva  duabns ; 
•*^     Acca  dormum  verrit,  prfieMt  Alta  foco  : 
Quamqne  suus  sequitur  juvenis,  sed  me  unions  niit. 
TJnicuB  e  temis  Eusticns  ille  procis. 


lit  primum  hie  Mensas  adiit,  nix  mnlta  jacebat, 
Poetera  lux  domini  monstrat  abesse  togam ; 

nia  tamen  tuta  (vidi)  pendebat  in  aula, 
Ut  mensas  adiit  Eusticus  ille  meas. 
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Bursas  adest :  passim  ccenatica  faaa,  jacebant, 
(Ees  agit  Acca  suas,  at  vacat  Atta  foris) 

Mox  tria  vanesctint  cochlearia!*   Fallor  et  ipsa, 
Fallitur  occultis  Busticus  ipse  dolis. 

Yenerit  hie  qnoties  coBnatnm  hand  ipsa  notayi — 

E  tot^  fugiimt  Mvola  rapta  domo ! 
Qnserimns  hen !  furem  nequicquam ;  qnaerit  et  ipse, 

Tarn  constans  votis  Busticus  ille  meis. 


Tandem !  lictor  adest ;  ego  testis  postulor ;  adsnm : 
Qnando  ista  ex  animo  decidet  hora  meo  ? 

tJt  yidi !  nt  perii !    Stetit  ad  snbsellia  noster 
Inter  damnatos  Bnsticns  ille  reos  1 


Ille  tog83  raptor,  cochlearia  snrripit  idem — 
Cum  sociis  jnbeor  protinns  ire  foras. 

Mensales  flammas  monitsB  vitate  pnellae, 
Qnosqne  inter  latitat  Bnsticns  ille  procos. 


*  Ex  ipsft  ancillft  audivimus  tria  ilia  instrumeiita,  qu»  yix  est^ 
pro  Terborum  mopia,  Latind  exprimere,  ovia  edendia  fuisse  (Anglic^ 
"egg- spoons").  Ea  yero  Bomani  '*  Cochlearia"  interdum  appella- 
bant. 

Cf.  Martial.    "  Sum  cochleis  habUis,  sed  non  minus  utilis  OTis  > 
Kum  quid  scis  potius  cur  cochleare  yocer  ^" 
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'^oma,  ^bB  ifa,  3. 

[OT  him,  0  Muse,  whose  natal  hour, 
Thy  presence  mild  did  grace,     . 
In  Isthmian  game  shall  courser  swift 

Bear  victor  in  the  race. 
Kor  on  the  lofty  Capitol, 

Adorned  with  Delian  leaf. 
Shall  he  for  crushing  tyrant-threats 

Be  shown  a  Eoman  chief. 
But  fertile  Tibur's  pleasant  streams 

And  leafy  groves  around 
Shall  make  him  far  to  every  age 

For  lyric  strain  renowned. 
For  sons  of  Rome,  the  world's  proud  queen 

Have  deigned  to  reckon  me 
Amongst  the  choir  of  tuneful  bards, 

From  gnawing  envy  free. 
0  Euler  fair  of  dulcet  notes 

Muse  of  the  gilded  shell ! 
Detaining  in  thy  tightened  strings 

The  dying  swan's  farewell : 
That  I  am  famed  for  Eoman  song, 

This  is  thy  gift  divine. 
Through  thee  I  breathe  the  poet's  strain, 

And  if  I  please  'tis  thine. 


J.  B.  E. 
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'M.xom  J^ixmkt    j^rt  iii. 


(Last  Scene.) 


"  Ecstasy !  *• "  infects  unseen.*' 


*AlVI.r¥l/  (j)yg  t6^  ;  ^  fjC  kKtrravra  rfJQ  (ftpevdc  XiysiQ ; 
Kal  n^v  t6  y  al/xa  rofioy,  wc  to  (i6v^  poir^ 
tflTTj  0opr€rai9  kovti  vXrifjLfieXeQ  triXei* 
oh  ^rj  votrovvTOQ  cerrt  ravr  tirri'  rl  yap; 
elc  ireipay  eXdiity  avdic  av  to,  iravr  kyiii 
X6yoiQ  eve^iXdoifu'  trdc  ^e  nc  fJLaveiQ 
*wreicrpaTri(rOai  riivhe  fiovXovr*  av  ^/icijV 
ayd'&v  ff€f  fifjrep.     Xitrfffffiai,  wpoQ  dedyy  ^joevl 
fi^  ^fj  7rpo(ia\j/ifQ  ')(pi(rfjLa  fxaXdcucoy  roM, 
wc  ov^epdy  ravr  ohxi  <r^  Troyrjpla^ 
aXX'  ear*  ifiov  Xvtrtrrifia'    rig  yap  hixvix^iv 
KoxStv  vTTOvXov  tXKOQ  HjfftiXtitnQ  ^v 
tl  Xoifwg  eydov,  irdyO*  xnre^tXiay  TraXaif 
iXdyOayey  vafiifiOapToy  eyTpiifnay  ydffov' 


New  College. 


W.  M. 
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I  AY'S  embers  in  the  West  yet  burned 
And  o'er  tbem  hung  the  wasting  moon, 
As  round  St.  Mary's  dome  we  turned, 
And  glided  toward  the  flat  lagoon : 


Faduan  mountains  rose  before, 
The  fairy  city  swam  behind; 

Stealthily  plashed  the  onward  oar, 
Mysterious, — ^like  the  human  mind ! 

The  fisher-boats,  with  pinions  furled, 
Slumbered  beneath  the  evening  star ; 

Aye  melting,  aye  renewed,  up-curled 
Bich  incense  from  the  vowed  cigar. 


Mnii  al  'Wol  Mibt. 


^ 


O.L. 
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ERRATA. 

Page  152 :  v.  1,  line  2,  for  dormum,  read  domum. 
Page  152:  V.  1,  line  2, /or  Alta,  read  Atta. 
Page  155  :  line  2,  for  ro^hv,  read  tov^iov. 
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